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P  R    O   L   O   G  U  E, 

For  New  Year's  Day. 

Spoken     by     Mr.     KIN  G. 

I   Come,  obedient  at  my  Brethren's  Call, 
From  'Top  to  Bottom,  to  faint e  you  all-, 
Warmly  to  wijh,  before  our  Piece  you  view, 
A  happy  Tear — to  you — you — you — and  you  ! 

Box5— P.t— i  Gallv—  2  Galiy. 
From  you  the  Players  enjoy,  and  feel  it  here, 
The  merry  Chriftmas,  and  the  happy  Year. 

There  is  a  good  old  Saying — pray  attend  it  ', 
As  you  begin  the  Tear,  you'll  fur  ely  end  it. 
Should  any  one  this  Night  incline  to  Evil, 
He9 II  play  for  twelve  long  Months,  the  very  Devil! 
Should  any  married  Dame  exert  her  tongue, 
She'UJing,  the  Zodiac  round,  the  fame  fweet  Song :  • 
Andjhouldthe  Hujb  and  join  his  Mujic  too, 
Why  then  'tis  Cat  and  Dog,  the  whole  Tear  thro\ 
1e  Sons  of  Law  and  Phyfic,  for  your  Eafe, 
Be  fur  e,  this  Day,  you  never  take  your  Fees : 
Can't  you  refufe? — then  the  Difeafe  grows  Jlrong, 
You'll  have  two  Itching  Palms — Lord  knows  how 

long ! 

Writers  of  News  by  this  ft  range  Fate  are  bound, 
They  fib  To-day,  and  fib  the.  whole  Tear  round. 
Tou  Wits  ajjembled  here,  both  great  andfmall, 
Set  not  this  Night  afloat — your  Critic  Gall ; 
If  you  Jhould  fnarl,  and  not  incline  to  Laughter, 
What  fweet  Companions  for  a  Twelvemonth  after  t 
Tou  muft  be  muzzled  for  this  Night  at  leafl ; 
Our  Author  has  a  Right  this  Day  to  feaft. 
He  has  not  tcuch'd  one  Bit  as  yet. — Remember, 
long  F&R—from  now  to  next  December. 


VI 


i  PROLOGUE. 


9cTis  Holiday  !  you  are  our  Patrons  now? 

(to  the  Upper  Gallery.) 
If  you  but  grin,  the  Critics  wont  Bow,  wow. 
As  for  the  Plot,  W'it^  Humour '?  Language — J 
-    Beg  you  fuch  Trifles  kindly  to  fafs  by  ; 

¥be  moft  effential  Part,  which fomething  means , 
As  Dreffes?  Dances,  Sinkings?  Flyings?  Scenes? — 
they'll  make  you  ft  are — nay?  there  is  fuch  a  thing^ 
Will  make  you  fiare  Jlill  more ! — for  I  muftfing : 
And  Jhould  your  Tafte?  and  Ears?  be  over  nicey 
Alas !  you'll  ff  oil  my  Singing?  in  a  Trice. 
If  you.  Jhould  growl,  my  Notes  will  alter  foon* 
I  can't  be  in — if  you  are  out  of  Tune ! 
Permit  my  Fears  your  Favour  to  lefyeaky 
My  Part's  a  ftrong  one?  and  poor  I  but  weak. 

(alluding  to  his  late  Accident,) 
If  you  but  fmile?  I'm  firm?  if  frown?  Iftumbk — 
Scarce  well  0/one,  /pare  me  a  fecond  'Tumble..! 


EPILOGUE, 

Written  by  G  E  O  R  G  E   K  E  AT  E,  Efq; 
Spoken  by  Mrs.  ABINGTOK. 

Enter,  peeping  in  at  the  Stage-Door. 

IS  the  ftage  clear  ? — blefs  me  ! — I've  fuch  a  dread  ! 
It  feems  enchanted  ground,  where'er  I  tread  ! 

\C9ming  forward. 

What  noife  was  that ! — hufh  ! — 'twas  a  falfe  alarm — • 
I'm  fure  there's  no  one  here  will  do  me  harm  : 
Amongft  you  can't  be  found  a  fingle  knight, 
Who  would  not  do  an  injur'd  damfel  riglit. 
Well — Heav'n  be  prais'd  !  I'm  out  of  magic  reach, 
And  havo  once  more  regain'd  the  pow'r  of  fpeech : 
Aye,  and  I'll  ufe  it — for  it  muft  appear, 
That  my  poor  tongue  is  greatly  in  arrear. — 
There's  not  a  female  here  but  fhar'd  my  woe, 
Ty'd  down  to  YES,  or  ftili  more  hateful  NO. 
JSQ  is  expreflive— but  I  muft  confefs, 
If  rightly  queftion'd,  I'd  ufe  only  YES. 

la  MERLIN'S  walk  this  broken  wand  I  found, ' 

[Shriving  a  broken  wand, 

Which  to  two  Words  my  fpeaking  organs  bound. 
Suppofe  upon  the  town  I  try  his  fpell — 
Ladies,  don't  ftir  ! — You  ufe  your  tongues  toa  well ! 
How  tranquil  ev'ry  place,  when,  by  my  {kill,,, 
Folly  is  mute,  and  even  Slander  flill ! 
Old  Goffips  fpeechlefs — Bloods  would  breed  no  riot, 
And  all  the  tongues  at  Jonathan's  lie  quiet ! 
Each  grave  ProfeJJion  muft  new  bum.  the  wig  ; 
Nothing  to  fay,   'twere  ncedlefs  they  look  big ! 
The  reverend  Doftor  might  the  change  endure, 
He  would  fit  ftill,  and  have  his  Sine  Cure ! 
Nor  could  Great  Folks  much  hardfhip  undergo  ; 
They  do  their  bus'nefs  with  an  AYE  or  NO  !  — 
But,  come,  I  only  jok'd— difmifs  your  fear  ; 
Tho*  I've  the  pow'r,  I  will  aot  ufe  it  here, 

ra 


EPILOGUE. 

I'll  only  keep  my  magic  as  a  guard, 

To  awe  each  critic  who  attacks  our  bard. 

I  fee  fome  malcontents  their  ringers  biting, 

Snarling,  "  The  Ancients  never  knew  fuch  writing- 

*•  The  drama's  loft ! — the  managers  exhauH  us 

"  With  Op'ras,  Monkies,  Mab,  and  Dr.  Faujlus^ 

Dread  Sirs,  a  word  ! — the  public  tafle  is  fickle  ; 

All  palates  in  their  turn  we  flrive  to  tickle  ; 

Our  cat'rers  vary  ;  and  you'll  own,  at  leafr, 

It  is  Variety  that  makes  the  feaft. 

If  this  fair  circle  fmile — and  the  Cods  thunder, 

I  with  this  wand  will  keep  the  critics  under. 


Dramatis  Perlbnse. 

MERLIN,  Mr.  BENSLEY. 

CYMON,  Mr.  VERNON. 

DORUS,  Mr.  PARSONS. 

LINCO,  Mr.  KING. 

DAMON,  Mr.  FAWCETT." 

DORILAS,  Mr.  Fox, 

HYMEN,  Mr.  GIORGI. 

CUPID,  Mifs  ROGERS. 

Demons  of  Revenge,  Mr.  CHAMPNESS,  &c.  &c, 
Knights,  Shepherds,  &c.  &c.  &c.  Sec. 

URGANDA,  Mrs.  BADDELEY. 

SYLVIA,  Mrs.  ARNE. 

FATIMA,  Mrs.  A  BINGTON. 

Firft  SHEPHERDESS,       Mifs  REYNOLDS. 
Second  SHEPHERDESS,    Mifs  PLYM. 
pORCAS,  Mrs.  BRADSHAW. 

SCENE,    ARCADIA. 


C     Y     M     O     N. 


DRAMATIC  ROMANCE, 


A    C    T      I. 

SCENE,  URGANDA'S  Palace* 
Enter  MERLIN  WURGANDA. 
U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
hear  me,    Merlin,    I  befeech 


'C*BH«TO»  -      '     IVICnir 

>  B  <f  I    You>  hear  me. 
1)LvJI»  MERLIN. 


Hear  you  !  I  have  heard  you  —  for 
years  have  heard  your  vows,  your 
proteftations  —  Have  you  not  allur'd  my  affec 
tions  by  every  female  art  ?  and  when  I  thought 
that  my  unalterable  paffion  was  to  be  rewarded 
for  its  conftancy  —  What  have  you  done  ?—  Why, 
like  mere  mortal  woman,  iri  the  true  fpirit  of 
frailty,  have  given  up  me  and  my  hopes  —  for 
what  i  —  a  boy,  an  ideor. 

B  URGAtf- 


z  C    Y    M    O    N. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
Ev'n  this  I  can  bear  from  Merlin. 

MERLIN. 
You  have  injur'd  me,  and  muft  bear  more. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
I'll  repair  that  injury. 

MERLIN. 

Then  fend  back  your  fav'rite  Cymon  to  his 
difconfolate  friends. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

How  can  you  imagine  that  fuch  a  poor  igno 
rant  object  as  Cymon  is  can  have  any  charms 
for  me  ? 

MERLIN. 

Ignorance,  no  more  than  profligacy,  is  ex 
cluded  from  female  favour  ;  the  fuccefs  of  rakes 
and  fools,  is  a  fufficient  warning  to  us,  could 
we  be  wife  enough  to  take  it. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

You  miftake  me,  Merlin  ;  pity  for  Cymon's 
ilate  of  mind,  and  friendfhip  for  his  father, 
have  induced  me  to  endeavour  at  his  cure. 

MERLIN. 

Falfe,  prevaricating  Urganda  I  Love  was  your 
inducement.  Have  you  not  ftolen  the  prince 
from  his  royal  father,,  and  detain'd  him  here  by 
your  power,  while  a  hundred  knights  are  in 
fearch  after  him  ? — Does  not  every  thing  about 
you  prove  the  confequence  of  your  want  of  ho 
nour  and  faith  to  me  ?  Were  you  not  plac'd  on 
this  happy  fpot  of  Arcadia,  to  be  the  guar'dian 
of  its  peace  and  innocence  ?  and  have  not  the 

Arcadians 
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Arcadians  liv'd  for  ages  the  envy  of  lefs  happy, 
becaufe  lefs  virtuous  people  ? 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
Let  me  befcech  you,  Merlin,  fpare  my  fhame, 

MERLIN. 

And  are  they  not  at  lad,  by  your  example, 
funk  from  their  (late  of  happinefs  and  tranquil 
lity  to  that  of  care,  vice,  and  folly  !  Their  on«e 
happy  lives  are  now  imbitter'd  with  envy,  paf- 
fion,  vanity,  fdfifhnefs,  and  inconftancy  ; — and 
who  are  they  to  curfe  for  this  change  ?  Urgan- 
da,  the  loft  Urganda. 

A    I    R. 

Jf  pure  are  the  fprings  of  the  fountain,  O 

As  purely  the  river  will  flow ',  ;;• 

If  ncxious  the  ftream  from  the  mountain^  ^  ^ 

//  poifons  the  valley  below —  |-  -. 

So  of  vice,  or  of  virtue,  poffeft, 

'The  throne  makes  the  nation,  ^  *» 

Thro*  ev*ry  gradation,  ^ 

Or  wretched,  or  bleft.  ? 

URGANDA. 
Let  us  talk  calmly  of  this  matter. 

MERLIN. 

Pll  converfe  with  you  no  more — becaufe  I  will 
be  no  more  deceived  :  I  cannot  hate  you,  tho* 
I  fhun  you — Yet,  in  my  mifery,  I  have  this 
confolation,  that  the  pangs  of  my  jealoufy  are 
at  lead  equall'd  by  the  torments  of  your  fruit- 
lefs  paffion. 

StiQ 
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Siitl  wijh  and  figh,  and  wijh  again, 
Love  is  dethroned,  Revenge  yft#//  reign  ! 
Still  jfiall  my  pow*r  your  arts  confound, 
AND  CYMON'S  CURE  SHALL  BE  URGANDA'S 
WOUND.  [£#// Merlin. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

"  And  CymonV  cure  fiall  be  Urganda's 
•wound!"  What  myftery  is  couch'd  in  theie 
words  ? — What  can  he  mean  ? 

Enter  Fat'ima,  looking  after  Merlin. 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 

I'll  tell  you,  Madam,  when  he  is  out  of  hear 
ing — He  means  mifchief,  and  terrible  mifchief 
too  ;  no  kfs,  I  believe,  than  ravifhing  you,  and 
cutting  my  tongue  out — -I  wifti  we  were  out  of 
his  clutches. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
Don't  fear,  Fatima. 

FATIMA. 

I  can't  help  ir,  he  has  great  power,  and  is  mif- 
chievoufly  angry.  . 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Here  is  your  protection,  (Jhcwing  her  wand.) 
My  power  is  at  Itaft  equal  to  his — (mufes.)   And 
Cymon's  curejhall  be  Urganda'j  wound  I 
FATIMA. 

Don't  trouble  your  head  with  thefe  odd  ends 
of  verfes,  which  were  fpoke  in  a  paffion  \  or, 
perhaps,  for  the  rhyme's  fake. — -Think  a  little 
jo  clear  us  from  this  old  mifchief-making  con 
jurer — What  will  you  do,  madam? 

2  URGAN- 
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U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
What  can  I  do,  Fatima  ? 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 

You  might  very  eafily  fettle  matters  with 
him,  if  you  cou'd  as  eafily  fettle  Jem  with  your- 
felf. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
Tell  me  how  ? 

FATIMA. 

Marry  Merlin,  and  fend  away  the  young  fel 
low.  ( Urganda  Jhakes  her  bead. )  I  t  h  o  u  g  h  t  fo — 
we  ?.r:-  ail  alike,  and  that  folly  of  ours  of  pre 
ferring  two  and- twenty  to  two-and-forty,  runs 
thro'  the  whole  fex  of  us — but,  before  matters 
grow  worfe,  give  me  leave  to  reafon  a  little  with 
you,  madam — 

URGANDA. 
I  am  in  love,  Fatima,  (Jighing) 
FATIMA. 

And  poor  reafon  may  (lay  at  home — me  ex- 
a&Iy  ! — Ay,  ay,  we  are  all  alike— but  with  this 
difference,  madam — yourpaflionisfurelyaftrange 
one — you  have  ftolen  away  this  young  man  ; 
who,  bating  his  youth  and  figure,  has  net  one 
fingle  circumftance  to  create  affection  about  him. 
.He  is  half  an  idiot,  madam,  which  is  no  great 
compliment  to  your  wifdom,  your  beauty,  or  your 
power. 

URGANDA. 

I  defpifethem  all — for  they  can  neither  relieve 
my  paffion,  or  create  one  where  I  would  have 
them. 

A  I  R. 


6  C    Y     M    O    N. 

A     I     R. 

What  is  knowledge -,  and  beauty ,  and  power3 

Or  what  is  my  magical  art  ? 
Can  I  for  a  day,  for  an  hour. 

Have  beauty  to  make  the  youth  kind. 

Have  pow'r  o'er  his  mind, 
Or  knowledge  to  warm  his  cold  heart : 
O  !  no — a  weak  boy  all  n;y  magic  difarms. 
And  Iftgh  all  the  day  with  my  fow'r  and  my  charms. 

i 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 

Sigh  all  the  day  ! — More  fhame  for  you, 
madam — Cymon  is  incapable  of  being  touch'd 
with  any  thing;  nothing  gives  him  pleafure,  but 
twirling  his  cap,  and  hunting  butterflies — he'll 
make  a  fad  lover  indeed,  madam — 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

I  can  wait  with  patience  for  the  recovery  of 
his  underftanding  -9  it  begins  to  dawn  already, 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 
Where  pray  ? 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
In  his  eyes. 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 

Eyes ! — Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — Love  has  none,  ma 
dam — the  heart  only  fees,  on  thefe  occafions-* 
Cymon  was  born  a  fool — and  his  eyes  will  never 
look  as  you  would  have  them,  take  my  word  for 
it. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Don't  make  me  defpair,  Fatima. 

FAT1MA. 
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F  A  T  I  M  A. 

Don't  lofe  your  time  then  ;  'tis  the  bufinefs  of 
beauty  to  make  fools,  and  not  cure  'em — Even  I, 
poor  I,  could  have  made  twenty  fools  of  wife 
men,  in  half  the  time  that  you  have  been  en 
deavouring  to  make  your  fool  fenfible — O  !  'tis 
a  fad  way  of  fpending  one's  time. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Hold  your  tongue,  Fatima — my  pafllon  is 
too  ferious  to  be  jefted  with. 

FATIMA. 

Far  gone  indeed,  madam — and  yonder  goes 
the  precious  object  of  ir. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

He  feems  melancholy :  what's  the  matter  with 
him  ? 

FATIMA. 

He's  a  fool,  or  he  might  make  himfelf  very 
merry  among  us — I'll  leave  you  to  make  the  moft 
of  him. — 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Stay,  Fatima — and  help  me  to  divert  him. 

FATIMA. 

A  fad  time,  when  a  lady  mull  call  in  help  ta 
divert  her  gallant!— but  I'm  at  your  fervice.— 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A.  * 

AIR. 

Hither,  all  myfpirits,  bend^ 
With  your  magic  powers  attend. 

Chafe  ths  mifts  that  cloud  his  mind: 
Mufick*  melt  the  frozen  boy, 
Raife  his  foul  to  love  and  joy ; 

Dulnefs  makes  the  hart  unkind. 

Enter 
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. 
Entei  Cymon  melancholy. 

C  Y  M  O  N. 

What  do  you  fing  for  ? — Heigho  !    (figbingS 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 
What's  the  matter,  young  Genfleman  ? 

CYMON. 
Heigho ! 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
Are  you  not  well,  Cymon  ? 
CYMON. 
Yes, — I  am  very  well. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
Why  do  you  figh  then  ? 

CYMON. 

Eh!   (looks  fooli/bly.) 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 

Do  you  fee  it  in  his  eyes,  now,  madam  ? 
U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Prithee,  be  quiet — What  is  it  you  want  ? 
tell  me,  Cymon — Tell  me  your  wifhes,  and 
you  (hall  have  'em. 

CYMON. 
Shall  I  ? 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Yes,  indeed,  Cymon. 

F  A  T  I  M  At 
Now,  for  it — 

CYMON. 
I  wi(h — heigho  ! 

URCAN. 
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U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Thefe  fighs  muft  mean   fomething. 

(ajlde  to  Fatima  ) 
FATIMA. 
I  wifh  you  joy  then  ;  find  it  out,  madam. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
What  do  you  figh  for  ? 

C  Y  M  O  N. 
I  want, —  (/£&•) 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
What,  what,  my  fweet  creature  !      (eagerly.) 

C  Y  M  O  N. 
To  go  away. 

FATIMA. 

0  la!  — the  meaning's  out. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
What  would  you  leave  me  then  ? 

C  Y  M  O  N. 
Yes. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
Why  would  you  leave  me  ? 
C  Y  M  O  N. 

1  don't  know. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
Where  would  you  go  ? 

C  Y  M  O  N. 

Any  where. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Had  you  rather  go  any  where,  than  flay  with 
me? 

C  CYMON, 


io  CYMON. 

CYMON. 

I  had  rather  go  any  where,  than  flay  with  any 
body. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

But  you  can't  love  me,  if  you  would  leave  me, 
Cymon. 

CYMON. 

Love  you  !  what's  that  ? 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Do  you  feel  nothing  here?  In  your  heart, 
Cymon  ? 

CYMON. 
Yes,  I  do. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

What  is  it  ? 

CYMON. 

I  don't  know.  (figh*) 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
That's  a  figh,  Cymon — am  I  the  caufe  of  it  ? 

CYMON. 
Yes,  indeed  you  are. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
Then  I  am  bleft  ! 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 
Poor  lady ! 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
But  how  do  I  caufe  it  ? 

CYMON. 
YOU  won't  let  me  go  away. 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 
Poor  lady  !  (afide.) 

URGAN- 
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U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Will  you  love  me,  if  I  let  you  go  ? 
C  Y  M  O  N. 

Any  thing,  if  you'll  let  me  go — pray  let  me 
go. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

You  can't  love  me,  and  go  too. 

C  Y  M  O  N. 
Let  me  try. 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 

I'm  out  of  all  patience — what  the  deuce  would 
you  have,  young  gentleman  ?  Had  you  one  grain 
of  underftanding,  or  a  fpark  of  fenfibility  in  you, 
you* would  know  and  feel  yourfelf  to  be  the  hap- 
pied  of  mortals. 

C  Y  M  O  N. 

I  had  rather  go,  for  all  that. 
F  A  T  I  M  A. 

The  piclure  of  the  whole  fex  !  Oh  !  madam 
— fondnefs  will  never  do,  a  little  coquetry  is  the 
thing;  I  bait  my  hook  with  nothing  elfe;  and  I 
always  catch  fifh.  (afide  /0Urganda.) 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

What !  had  you  rather  go  away  than  live 
here  in  fplendor,  be  carefs'd  by  me,  and  have 
all  your  commands  obey'd  ? 

C  Y  M  O  N. 
All  my  commands  obey'd  ? 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Yes,  my  dear  Cymon ;  give  me  your  affe&ions, 
and  I  will  give  you  my  power — you  (hall  be  lord 
of  me  and  mine. 

C  2  CYMON, 
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C  Y  M  O  N. 

0  Lord  ! 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 
O,  the  fool! 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

1  will  (hew  him  my  power,  and  captivate  his 
heart  thro*  his  fenfes. 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 
You'll  throw  away  your  powder  and  (hot. 


her  wand,  and  the  fl  age  changes  to 
a  magnificent  garden.  Cupid  and  the  Loves  de- 
fiend. 

CUPID. 

' 

A     I     R. 

O  !  why  will  you  call  me  again* 
"Tis  in  vain^  'tis  in  vain  ; 
clhe  powers  of  a  god 
Cannot  quicken  this  clod^ 
Alas  !  —  //  is  labour  in  vain  : 
O  Venus  !  my  mother  ',  feme  new  cbjeft  give  her  ! 
tfbis  blunts  all  my  arrows^  and  empties  my  quiver* 

A  Dance  by  Cupid  and  followers. 

During  the  entertainments  of  Singing  and  Dancing 
Cymon  atfirft  ft  ares  about  him^  then  grow  sin- 
attentive^  and  at  lajl  falls  ajleep. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Look,  Fatima,  nothing  can  affect  his  infenfi- 
bility  —  and  yet,   what  a  beautiful  fimplicity  ! 

FATIMA, 
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F  A  T  I  M  A. 

Turn  him  out  among  the  fheep,  madam,  and 
think  of  him  no  more — 'Tis  all  labour  in  vain, 
as  the  fong  fays,  I  affure  you. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Cymon,  Cymon  !  what  are  you  dead  to  thefe 
entertainments  ? 

CYMON. 

Dead  !  I  hope  not.     (ft arts.'] 
U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
How  can  you  be  fo  unmov'd  ? 
CYMON. 

They  tir'd  me  To,  that  I  wim'd  'em  a  good 
night,  and  went  to  fleep — But  where  are  they  ? 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
They  are  gone,  Cymon. 

CYMON. 
Then  let  me  go  too.     (Getting  up.) 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 
The  old  ftory  ! 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Whither  would  you  go  ? — Tell  me,  and  I'll 
go  with  you,  my  fweet  youth. 

CYMON. 
No,  I'll  go  by  myfelf. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
And  fo  you  (hall ;   but  where  ? 

CYMON. 
Into  the  fields. 

URGAN- 
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U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

But  is  not  this  garden  pleafanter  than  the 
fields,  my  palace  than  cottages,  and  my  com 
pany  more  agreeable  to  you  than  the  (hepherds  ? 

C  Y  M  O  N. 

Why  how  can  I  tell  till  I  try  -9  you  won't  let 
me  chufe. 

A     1     R. 

Tou  gave  me  loft  week  a  young  linnet. 

Shut  up  in  a  fine  golden  cage  -9 
Tef  bow  fad  the  poor  thing  was  within  it, 
Oh  how  did  it  flutter  and  rage  ! 
Then  he  mop'd,    and  he  pin'd, 
That  his  wings  were  confined, 
Till  /  opened  the  door  of  his  den  •, 
Then  fo  merry  was  be, 
And  becaufe  he  was  free, 
He  came  to  his  cage  back  again. 

And  foihould  I  too,  if  you  would  let  me  go.— 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
And  would  you  return  to  me  again  ? 

C  Y  M  O  N. 
Yes,  I  would — I  have  no  where  elfe  to  go. 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 

Let  him  have  his  humour — when  he  is  not 
confin'd,  and  is  feemingly  disregarded,  you  may 
have  him,  and  mould  him  as  you  pleafe. — -'Tis 
a  receipt  for  the  whole  fex. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

I'll  follow  your  advice — Well,  Cymon,  you 
(hall  go  wherever  you  pleafe,  and  for  as  long  as 
you  pleafe. 

4  CYMON. 
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C  Y  M  O  N. 

Ola!  and  I'll  bring  you  a  bird's  neft,  and 
fome  cowflips — and  fhall  I  lee  my  linnet  out 
too? 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 

O,  ay,  pretty  creatures  •,  pray,  let  'em  go 
together. 

U  R  G  A  N  P  A. 

And  take  this,  Cymon,  wear  it  for  my  fake, 
and  don't  forget  me.  (Gives  Cymon  a  nofegay,'] 
Tho'  it  won't  give  paffion,  it  will  encreafe  it, 
if  he  mould  think  kindly  of  me,  and  abfence 
may  befriend  me  (Afide.}  Go,  Cyrnon,  take 
your  companion  and  be  happier  than  I  can 
make  you. 

CYMON. 

Then  I'm  out  of  my  cage,  and  (hall  mope 
no  longer. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

His  tranfports  diftradt  me  ! — I  muft  retire 
to  conceal  my  uneafinefs.  (Retires.) 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 
And  I'll  open  the  gate  to  the  prifoners.  [Exit. 

CYMON.'      f 

And  I'll  fetch  my  bird,  and  we'll  fly  away 
together. 


A  I  R 
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A    I    R. 

Ob  liber  ty,  liberty!  dear  happy  liberty  ! 

Nothing's  like  thee  ! 

So  merry  are  we, 
My  linnet  and  7, 

Fromprifon  we're  free, 
Away  we  will  fly , 

To  liberty )  liberty. 

Dear  happy  liberty  ! 
Nothing's  like  thee! 


END  of  the  FIRST  ACT. 
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ACT       II. 

SCENE,     A  Rural  Profpett. 

Enter  two  Sbepherdeffes. 

FIRST     SHEPHERDESS, 

WHAT  to  be  left  and  forfaken !   and  k\ 
the  falfe  fellow  make  the  fame  vows  ta 
another,  almoft  before  my  face !  I  can't  bear  it, 
and  I  won't ! 

SECOND     SHEPHERDESS. 

Why,  look  ye,  Sifter,  I  am  as  little  inclined 
to  bear  thefe  things  as  yourfelf  5  and  if  my 
fwain  had  been  faithlefs  too,  I  fhould  have  been 
vex'd  at  it,  to  be  fure ;  but  how  can  you  help 
yourfelf  ? 

FIRST     SHEPHERDESS. 

I  hafe  not  thought  of  that  •,  I  only  feel  I  can'c 
bear  it  •,  and  as  to  the  won't,  I  muft  truft  in  a 
little  mifchief  of  my  own  to  bring  it  about.— » 
O,  that  1  had  the  power  of  our  enchantrefs  yon 
der  !  I  wou'd  play  the  devil  with  them  all. 
SECOND  SHEPHERDESS. 

And  yet  folks  fay,  me  has  no  power  in  love- 
matters  ;  you  know,  notwithftanding  her  charms, 
and  her  fpirits,  me  is  in  love  with  a  fool,  and 
has  not  wit  enough  to  make  him  return  it. 

D  SECONP 
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FIRST     SHEPHERDESS. 

No  matter  for  that  •,  if  I  could  not  make  folks 
love  me,  I  would  make  them  miierable,  and 
that's  the  next  plealure  to  it. 

.       SECOND     SHEPHERDESS. 

And  yet,  todojuftice  to  her  who  makes  all 
this  diliurbance  among  you,  (he  does  not  in  the 
It-all  encourage  the  (hepherds,  and  me  can't  help 
their  falling  in  love  with  her. 

FIRST     SHEPHERDESS. 

May  be  fo,  nor  can  1  help  hating  and  deteft- 
ing  her,  becaufe  they  do  fall  in  love  with  her. — 
Sylvia's  good  qualities  cannot  excufe  her  to  me ; 
my  quarrel  to  her  is,  that  all  the  young  fellows 
follow  her,  not  becaufe  fhe  does  not  follow  the 
young  fellows. 

SECOND     SHEPHERDESS. 
Well,  but  really  now,  filler,  'tis  a  little  hard, 
that  a  giri,  who  has    brauty  to  get  lovers,  or 
merii  enough  to  keep  'em,  fhould  be  hated  for 
her  good  qualities.     (Affefledly.) 

FIRST  SHEPHERDESS. 
Marry  come  up,  my  infulting  fiftcr  ;  becaufe 
you  think  your  fhepherd  conftant,  you  have  no 
feeling  for  the  falle-he-anednefs  of  mine. — But 
don't  be  too  vain  with  your  fuccefs  ;  my  Dori- 
las  is  made  of  the  lame  (tuff  as  your  Damon  ; 
and  I  can't  for  the  life  of  me  fee  that  you  have 
any  particular  fccurity  for  your  fool,  more  than 
I  had  for  mine. 

SECOND     SHEPHERDESS. 

Why  are  you  fo  angry,  my  dear  £fter  ? — I  am 

not  Sylvia,  and  to  oblige  you,   I  will  abufe  her 

whrrcvcr   I   go,   and   whenever  you    pleafe ;    I 

'think  (lie  is  a  mod  provoking  "creature,   and  I 

2  vvifh. 
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wifh   (he  was  out  of  the  country  with   all  my 

foul. 

FZRST     SHEPHERDESS. 

And  fo  (he  ought  to  be.  She  has  no  bufinefs 
here  with  her  good  qualities.  Nobody  knows 
who  fhe  is,  or  whence  (he  came. — She  was  left 
here  with  old  Dorcas,  but  how,  or  by  whom,  or 
for  what,  except  to  make  mifchief  among  UST  I 
know  not — Thtre  is  fome  myftery  about  her, 
and  I'll  find  it  out. 

SECOND     SHEPHERDESS. 

But  will  your  quarreling  with  her  bring  back 
your  fweetheart  ? 

FIRST  SHEPHERDESS. 
No  matter  for  that — when  the  heart  is  over 
loaded,  any  vent  is  a  relief  to  it  •,  and  that  of 
the  tongue  is  always  the  readied  and  mod  natural 
— So  if  you  won't  help  me  to  find  her,  you  may 
flay  where  you  will. 

L  1  N  C  O,   Jinging    without. 
Care  faes  from  the  lad  that  is  merry. 

SECOND     SHEPHERDESS. 
Here   comes   the  merry  Linco,    who  never 
knew  care,  or  felt  forrow. — If  you  can  bear  hia 
laughing  at  your  griefs,  or  finging  away  his  own, 
you  may  get  fome  information  from  him. 

Enter  Linco,  finging. 

L  I  N  C  O. 

What,  my  girls  of  ten  thoufand  !  I  was  this 
moment  defying  love  and  all  his  mifchief,  and 
you  are  fent  in  the  nick  by  him,  to  try  my 
courage ;  but  I'm  above  temptation,  or  below 
if.*-^-!  duck  down,  and  all  his  arrows  fly  over  me. 

P2  AIR. 
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A    I    R. 

Care  flies  from  tie  lad  that  is  merry, 

Wbos  heart  is  as  found 

And  cheeks  are  as  round, 
As  round,  and  as  red  as  a  cherry. 

FIRST     SHEPHERDESS, 
What,  are  you  always  thus  ? 
I,  I  N  C  O. 

Ay,  or  Heav'n  help  me !  What  would  you 
have  me  do  as  you  do — walking  with  your  arms 
acrofs,  thus — heighho'ing  by  the  brook  fide 
^mong  the  willows.  Oh  !  fye  for  fhame,  lafTes  \ 
young  and  handfome,  and  fighing  after  one  fellow 
a-piece,  when  you  fhould  have  a  hundred  in  a 
drove,  following  you  like— like — you  (hall  have 
the  fimile  another  time. 

SECOND    SHEPHERDESS. 

No ;    prithee,  Lihco,   give  it  us   now. 
L  I  N  C  O, 

You  mall  have  it— or,  what's  better,  I'll  tell 

you   what   you    are    not   like you  are  not 

like  our  fhcpherdefs  Sylvia — (he's  fo  cold,  and 
fo  coy,  that  (he  flies  from  her  lovers,  but  is  ne 
ver  without  a  fcore  of  them ;  you  are  always 
running  after  the  fellows,  and  yet  are  always 
alone  ;  a  very  great  difference,  let  me  tell  you — 
froft  and  fire,  that's  all. 

SECONP    SHEPHERDESS, 

Don't  imagine,  that  I  am  in  the  pining  con 
dition  my  poor  fitter  is — I  am  as  happy  .as  ihe  is 
Referable. 

LINCO. 
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L  I  N  C  O. 
Good  lack,  Fm  forry  for't; 

SECOND     SHEPHERDESS. 
What,  forry  that  1  am  happy  ? 

LINGO. 
O  !  no,  prodigious  glad. 

FIRST     SHEPHERDESS. 
That  I  am  miferable  ? 

LINGO. 

No,  no  : — prodigious  forry  for  that — and 
prodigious  glad  of  the  other. 

FIRST     SHEPHERDESS. 
Be  my  friend,  Linco ;  and  I'll  confefs  my 

folly  to  you. 

LINGO. 

Don't  trouble  yourfelf — 'tis  plain  enough  to 
be  teen — but  I'll  give  you  a  receipt  for  it  without 
fee  or  reward — there's  friendfhip  for  you. 

FIRST     SHEPHERDESS. 
Prithee,  be  ferious  a  little. 

LINGO. 

No  ;  Heav'n  forbid !  If  I  am  ferious,  'tis  all 
over  with  me — 1  fhould  foon  change  my  rofes 
for  your  lilies. 

SECOND     SHEPHERDESS. 
Don't  be  impudent,  Lined — but  give  us  your 
receipt. 

LINGO, 

A     I     R. 

I  laugh  andftng, 
I  am  blithfom  andfrec* 
Vhe  rogue9 s  little  ft ing^ 
It  can  never  reach  me : 

For  with  fal,  Iay  la%  la  ! 

And  h&)  ha^  bay  ha  ! 

It  can  mv$r  reach  me, 
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II. 

My  Jkin  h  fo  tough  * 

Or  fo  blinking  is  be, 

Pie  can't  pierce  my 

Or  he  mtffe  spoor  me. 

For  with  fat,  la,  la,  &/ 
And  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
He  mijjes  poor  me. 

nr. 

0,  never  be  dull, 
By  tbe  fad  willow  tree  ; 
Of  mirth  be  brim  full, 
And  run  over  like  me. 

For  witbjal,  la,  la,  la  ! 

And  ha,  ha,  ha,  ba ! 

Run  over  like  me. 

FIRST    SHEPHERDESS. 
It  won't  do  ! 

LINGO. 
Then  you  are  far  gone,  indeed. 

FIRST     SHEPHERDESS, 
And  as  I  can't  cure  my  love,  I'll  revenge  it* 

L  I  N  C  O. 
tut  how,  how,  fhepherdefs  ? 

FIRST     SHEPHERDESS. 
I'll  tear  Sylvia's  eyes  out. 

L  I  N  C  O. 

That's  your  only  way — for  you'll  give  your 
nails  a  feaft,  and  prevent  mifchief  for  the  future 
— Oh  !  tfar  her  eyes  out  by  all  means. 

SECOND 
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SECOND     SHEPHERDESS. 

How  can  you  laugh,  Linco,  at  my  filler  in 
her  condition  ? 

LINCO. 

I  muft  laugh  at  fomeching,  (hall  I  be  merry 
with  you  ? 

SECOND     SHEPHERDESS. 
The  happy  fhepherd  can  bear  to  be  laugh'd  at. 
LINCO. 

Then  Sylvia  might  take  your  fhepherd  with 
out  a  figh,  tho'  your  fitter  would  tear  her  eyes 
our. 

SECOND     SHEPHERDESS. 

My  fhepherd  !   what  does  the  fool  mean  ? 

FIRST  'SHEPHERDESS. 
Her  (hepherd  !  pray  tell  us,  Linco.    (Eagerly. 
LINCO. 

'Tis  no  fecret,  I  fuppofe — I  only  met  Damoa 
and  Sylvia  together. 

SECOND     SHEPHERDESS. 
What  my  Damon  ? 

LINCO. 

Your  Damon  that  was,    and  that  would  bf, 
Sylvia's  Damon  if  ihe  would  accept  him. 
SECOND     SHEPHERDESS. 

.Her  Damon  !  I'll  make  her  to  know— a 
wicked  flue !  a  vile  fellow — come  filter,  I'm 
ready  to  go  with  you — we'll  give  her  her  own — 
if  our  old  governor  continues  to  call  a  fheep's 
eye  at  me,  Til  have  her  turn'd  out  of  Arcadia, 
1  warrant  you. 

FIRST 
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FIRST    SHEPHERDESS. 
This  is  fome  comfort  however,  ha,  ha,  ha  f 
SECOND     SHEPHERDESS. 

Very  well,  lifter!  you  may  laugh,  if  you 
pleafe — but  perhaps  it  is  too  foon — Linco  may 
be  miftaken  j  it  may  be  your  Dorilas  that  was 
with  her. 

LINCO. 

And  your  Damon  too,  and  Strephon,  and 
Colin,  and  Alexis,  and  Egon,  and  Corydon, 
and  every  fool  of  the  parifh  but  Linco,  and  he, 

Witbfal,  la,  la  ! 
And  bay  ba>  ba ! 

FIRST     SHEPHERDESS. 
I  can't  bear  to  fee  him  fo  merry,  when  I  am  fo 
miferable.  [Exit^ 

SECOND     SHEPHERDESS. 

There  is  fome  fatisfa&ion  in  feeing  one's  fifter 
as  miferable  as  one's  felf.  [Exit. 

LINCO. 

Ha,  ha,  ha! — O  how  the  pretty  fweet  tem- 
per'd  creatures  are  ruffled. 

A    I    R. 

fbis  love  puts  'em  all  in  commotion^ 

For  f  reach  what  you  will, 

They  cannot  befall. 
No  more  than  the  wind  or  the  ocean.      [Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  a  rural  profpefl. 

Sylvia  difcoveSd,   lying  upon  a  bank. 
Enter  Merlin. 

MERLIN. 

My  art  fucceeds — which  hither  has  convey'd, 
To  catch  the  eye  of  Cymon,  this  fweet  maid. 
Her  charms  (hall  clear  the  mijfts  which  cloud  his 

mind, 

And  make  him  warm,  and  fenfible,  and  kind  ; 
HtT  yet  cold  heart,  with    pafiion's Tighs  (hall 

move, 

Melt,  as  he  melts,  and  give  him  Love  for  Love. 
This  magic  touch  fhall  to  thefe  flowers  impart, 

[  Touches  a  Nofegay  in  her  hand. 
A  power  when  beauty  gains,  to  fix  the  heart ; 
A  power,   the  falfe  enchantrds  mall  confoqncV; 
A:id  Cymon's  cure  foall  be  Urganda'j  wound. 

Exit. 

Enter  Cymon,  with  his  Bird. 

CYMON. 

Awav,  prifoner,  and  make  yourfelf  merry. 
(Bird  fics.)  Ay,  ay,  I  knew  how  it  would  be 
with  you — much  good  may  it  do  you,  Bob. — 
What  a  iweet  place  this  is  !  Hills,  and  greens, 
and  rocks,  and  trees,  and  water,  and  fun,  and 
birds  ! — Dear  me,  'tis  juft  as  if  I  had  never  leen 
ic  before!  Bob,  Bob,  much  good  may  do  you, 
Bob. 

[Wbiftles  about  till  he  fees  Sylvia,  then  flops  and 
fmks  his  whiftling  by  d<gree^  with  a  look  ami 
attitude  of  aftonijhment. 

E  Ola! 
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O   la  !  —  what's  here  ! 'Tis  fomething 

drop'd  from  the  Heavens  fure,  and  yet  'tis  like 
a  woman  too! — Bleis  me!  is  it  alive  !  (Sighs.}  It 
can't  be  dead,  for  its  cheek  is  as  red  as  a  rofe, 
and  it  moves  about  the  heart  of  it — I  am  afraid 

of  it,  and  yet  can't  leave  it. r-  1  begin  to 

feel  fomething  ft  range  here,  (Lays  his  hand  on 
foiskeart  andjigks.)  1  don't  know  what's  the  mat 
ter  with  me. — I  wifh  it  would  wake,  that  I  might 
fee  its  eyes. — If  it  fhould  look  gentle,  and  fmiie 
jupon  me,  1  {hould  be  glad  to  play  with  it — Ay, 
ay,  there's  fomething  now  in  my  bread  that  they 
told  me  of — It  feels  oddly  to  me* — and  yet  I  don't 
it, 

A    I     R. 

All  amaze ! 
Wonder ',  Prafi, 
or  ever  could  I  gaze  ! 
Creep  ftill  netr  it^  (advancing.) 

Tit  I  fear  it,  (retiring.) 

/  can  neither  ft ay\  nor  go> 

Can't  j  or  fake  it  i  (advancing.) 

Dare  not  wake  it,  (retiring.) 

Shall  I  touch  it .?— no,  no,  no!       (retires.) 

II. 

Cymon,  fure  thou  art  pofjcft,  ^ 

Something's  got  into  iky  breaft,  **.  §T 

Strangely  feeling  ^^ 

Gently  ftealing^ 

And  my  heart  is  panting  fo,  §j  * 

Tm  fad  and  merry,  Jick  and  well,    £*'  § 

What  it  is  I  cannot  tell, 

Makes  me  thus — heigbo !  heigho.  ^ 

I  am 
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I  am  glad  I  came  abroad  ! — I  have  not  been 
fo  pleas'd  ever  fince  I  can  remember — -bur,  per 
haps,  it  may  be  angry  with  me— I  can't  help  it* 
if  it  is. — 1  had  rather  fee  her  angry  with  me  than 
Urganda  fmile  upon  me — Stay,  flay — (Sylvia 
Jlirs.)  La,  what  a  pretty  foot  it  has  ! 

(Cymon  retires.) 

Sylvia  raiftng  her f elf  from  the  bank, 

A     I     R, 

Tet  awhile ,  fweet  Sleep  ^  deceive  mt, 

Fold  me  in  thy  downy  arms. 
Let  not  care  awake  to  grieve  me, 

Lull  it  with  thy  potent  charms. 

1,  a  turtle^  doomed  to  fir  ay  ^ 

Quitting  young  the  parent's  nefi^ 

Find  each  bird^  a  bird  of  prey. 
Sorrow  knows  not  where  to  rejtt 

[Sylvia  wakes  by  degrees,  flip-ported  by  her  right 
.  hand,  while  he  gazes  ftrongly  on  her,  and  re 
tires  gently^  pulling  of  his  cap. 

SYLVIA,    (fpeaking  gently  and  furprized.) 
Who's  that  ? 

CYMON. 
'Tis  I.  (bowing  and  hefitating. ) 

SYLVIA. 
What's  your  name  ? 

CYMON. 

Cymon. 

SYLVIA. 

What  do  you  want,  young  Man  ? 

E  2  CYMOtf, 

, 
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C  Y  M  O  N. 
Nothing,  young  Woman. 

SYLVIA. 
What  are  you  doing  there  ? 

C  Y  M  O  N. 

/  ^s 

Looking  at  you  there. 

SYLVIA. 
What  a  pretty  creature  it  is.     (AJidc.) 

C  Y  M  O  N. 
What  eyes  it  has !     (Afide.) 

SYLVIA. 
You  don't  intend  me  any  harm  ? 

C  Y  M  O  N. 

Not  I,  indeed  ! — I  wifh  you  don't  do  me  fomc. 
Are  you  a  fairy,  pray  ? 

|  SYLVIA. 

No — lam  a  poor  harmlefs  fhepherdefs. 
C  Y  M  O  N. 

I  don't  know  that — You  have  bewitch'd  me, 
1  believe. 

SYLVIA. 

Indeed,  I  have  not  •,  and  if  it  was  in  my  power 
to  harm  you,  I'm  fure  it  is  not  in  my  inclination. 
C  Y  M  O  N. 

I'm  fure,  I  would  truft  you  to  do  any  thing 
with  me. 

SYLVIA. 

Would  you  ?     (Sighs.) 

C  Y  M  O  N. 
Yes,  indeed,  I  would.     (Sighs.) 

SYLVIA. 
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SYLVIA. 
Why,  do  you  look  fo  at  me  ? 

C  Y  M  O  N. 
Why,  do  you  look  fo  at  me  ? 

SYLVIA. 
I  can't  help  it. 

C  Y  M  O  N. 

Nor  I  neither  :  I  wllh  you'd  fpeak  to  me,  and 
look  at  me,  as  Urganda  does. 
SYLVIA. 

What  the  Enchantrefs  ?  Do  you  belong  to 
her? 

C  Y  M  O  N. 

I  had  rather  belong  to  you — I  would  not  de- 
fire  to  go  abroad,  if  I  did. 

SYLVIA. 
Does  Urganda  love  you  ? 

C  Y  M  ON. 

So  Ihe  fays. 

SYLVIA. 

I'm  forry  for  it. 

C  Y  M  O  N. 
Why  are  you  forry,  pray? 

SYLVIA. 

I  (hall  never  fee  you  again — I  wifti  I  had  not 
feen  you  now  ! 

C  Y  M  O  N. 

If  you  did  but  wifh  as  I  do,  all  the  enchant- 
reflcs  in  the  world  could  not  hinder  us  from  fee 
ing  one  another. 

SYLVIA. 
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SYLVIA. 
Do  you  love  Urganda  ? 

C  Y  M  O  N. 
Do  you  love  the  Shepherds  ? 

SYLVIA. 
I  did  not  know  what  Love  was  this  morning. 

C  Y  M  O  N. 

Nor  I,  'till  this  afternoon. — Who  taught  you, 
pray  ? 

SYLVIA. 

Who  taught  you  ? 

C  Y  M  O  N. 
(Bajbful)     You. 

SYLVIA. 
(Blufhing.)    You. 

C  Y  M  O  N. 

You  could  teach  me  any  thing,  if  I  was  to 
live  with  you — I  fhould  not  be  call'd  Simple  Cy- 
mon  any  more. 

SYLVIA. 
Nor  I,  hard-hearted  Sylvia. 
C  Y  M  O  N. 

Sylvia — what  a  fweet  name ! — I  could  fpeak 
it  for  ever.  (Tranfpcrted.) 

SYLVIA. 

I  can  never  forget  that  of  Cymon : — Tho* 
Cymon  may  forget  me  ! 

CYMON. 

Never,  never,  my  fweet  Sylvia.  [Falls  on  £/ 
knees,  and  kifies  her  band. 

2  SYLVIA. 
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SYLVIA. 
We  fhall  be  feen  and  feparated  for  ever  !  Pray 

let  me  go — we  are  undone  if  we  are  feen 1 

mud  go — I  am  all  over  in  a  flutter  I 
C  Y  M  O  N. 

When  mall  I  fee  you  again  ?  —  In  half  an 
hour  ? 

SYLVIA. 

Half  an  hour !  that  will  be  too  foon No, 

no,  it  mud  be  three  quarters  of  an  hour. 

C  Y  M  O  N. 
And  where,  my  fweet  Sylvia  ? 

SYLVIA. 
Any  where,  my  fweet  Cymon. 

C  Y  M  O  N. 
In  the  grove,  by  the  river  there, 

SYLVIA. 

And  you  fhall  take  this  to  remember  it.  (Gives 
"him  a  nofegay.)  I  wim  it  were  a  kingdom,  I 
would  give  it  you,  and  a  queen  along  wjch  it. 

CYMON. 

How  my  heart  is  tranfported ! and  here  is 

one  for  you  too ;  which  is  of  no  value  to  me, 
nnlefs  you  will  receive  it  —  take  it,  my  fweet 
Sylvia  :  (Cymon  ghes  ber  Urganda'j  nofegay.} 


DUET, 
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DUET. 

Syl.  Take  this  nofegay,  gentle  youth, 
Cym.  And  you,  facet  maid,  take  mine ; 
Syl.  Unlike  thefe  flower  s>  be  thy  fair  truth  ; 
Cym.  Unlike  the fe  flowers  be  thine. 
Tbefe  changing  fan, 

milfoon  decay, 
_  '„     Be  fweet  till  noon, 
Then  pafs  away. 

Fair  for  a  time  their  tranfitnt  charms  appear  \ 
But  truth  unchanged  Jhall  bloom  for  ever  here. 

[Each  prefling  their  Hearts. 
[Exeunt. 


END  of  the  SECOND  ACT. 
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ACT      III. 


SCENE   before  UVgandaV  Palace* 

Enter  Urganda  and  Fatima. 

(  U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

IS  he  not  return'd  yet,   Fatima  ? 
F  A  T  I  M  A. 

He  has  no  feelings  but  thofe  of  hunger ;  when 
that  pinches  him,  he'il  return  to  be  fed,  like 
other  animals. 

URGANDA. 

Indeed,  Fatima,  his  infenfibility  aftonifhes  and 
diftracts  me. — I  have  exhaufted  all  my  arts  to 
overcome  it  \  I  have  run  all  dangers  to  make  an 
impreffion  upon  him  •,  and,  inftead  of  rinding 
my  paffion  in  the  leaft  abated  by  his  ingratitude,1 
I  am  only  a  greater  Have  to  my  weaknefs,  and 
more  incapable  of  relief. 

FATIMA. 

Why  then  I  may  as  well  hold  rny  tongtae — 
but  before  I  would  wafte  all  the  prime  of  my 
womanhood  in  playing  fuch  a  lofing  game,  E 
would — but  I  fee  you  don't  mind  me,-  madam,- 
and  therefore  I'll' fay  no  more — I  know  the  cou- 
fequence,  and  muft  fubmit. 

F 
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U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

What  can  I  do  in  my  fituation  ? 
F  A  T  I  M  A. 

\Vhat  you  ought  to  do — and  you  belye  your 
beauty  and  underflanding  by  not  doing  it. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
Explain  yourfelf. 

F  A  T  I  M  Ar 

To  fecure  my  tongue,  and  your  honour,  (for 
Merlin  will  have  you  by  hook  or  by  crook.) 
marry  him  directly — it  will  prevent  mifchief  at 
leaft — fo  much  for  prudence. — During  your  ho 
ney-moon,  I  will  hide  the  young  gentleman, 
and  if  he  has  any  tinder  in  him  kindle  him  up 
for -you.  If  your  hufband  fhould  be  tired  of 
you,  as  ten  to  one  he  will,  Pll  ftep  in  his  way, 
he  may  be  glad  of  the  change,  and  in  return, 
I'll  reftore  young  Simplicity  to  you. — That's 
what  I  call  a  fafhionable  fcheme, 
U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

I  can't  bear  trifling  at  this  time—  you'll  make 
me  angry  with  you. — But  fee  where  Cymon  ap 
proaches — he  ftrems  tranfported — Look,  look, 
Fatima  !  He  is  kitting  and  embracing  my  nofe- 
gay — it  has  had  the  defired  effect,  and  1  am 
happy — we'll  be  invifible,  that  I  may  obferve 
his  tranfports. 

Urganda  waves  her  wandt  and  retires  witb 
Fatima. 

Enter  Cymon,  bugging  a  vofegay. 

CYMON. 

Oh  my  dear,  fweet,  charming  nofegay  ! — To 

fee  thee,  to  fmeli  thee,  and  to  tafte  thee,  (Kffis 

2  /'/.) 
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it.}  will  make  Urganda  and  her  garden  delight 
ful  to  me.  (Kips ;/.) 
F  A  T  I  M  A. 

What  does  he  fay  ? 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Hum,  hufh  ! — all  tranfporr,  and  about  me  •, 
What  a  change  is  this  ? 

C  Y  M  O  N. 

With  this  I  can  want  for  nothing. — I  pofiefs 
every  thing  with  this. — My  mind  and  heart  are 
expanded  :  I  feel — I  know  not  what. — Every 
thought  that  delights,  and  every  padion  that 
tranfports,  gather,  like  fo  many  bees,  about 
this  treafure  of  fweetnefs. — Oh,  the  dear,  dear 
nofegay,  and  the  dear,  dear  giver  of  it ! 
U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

The  dear,  dear  giver. — Mind  that,  Fatima! 
What  heavenly  eloquence  !  Here's  a  change  of 
heart  and  mind  ! — heigho  ! — 
FATIMA. 

I'm  all  amazement ! — in  a  dream'J — but  is  that 
your  nofegay  ? 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
Mine !   How  can  you  doubt  it  ? 

FATIMA. 
Nay,  I'm  near-fighted. 

C  Y  M  O  N. 

She  has  not  a  beauty  that  is  not  brought  to 
mind  by  thefe  flowers. — This  the  colour  of  her 
hair — this  of  her  (kin — this  of  her  checks — this 
of  her  eyes — this  of  her  lips — fweer,  fweet— 
and  thofe  rofe-buds — O  !  I  fhall  go  out  of  my 
wits  with  pleafnre ! 

F  2  ' 
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F  A  T  I  M  A. 

5TIs  pity  to  lofe  *em  the  moment  you  have 
found  'em.— - 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

O  Fatima !  I  never  was  proud  of  my  power, 
or  vain  of  my  beauty,  till  this  tranfporting  mo- 
rnent ! 

C  Y  M  O  N. 

Where  fliall  I  put  it  ?  Where  mall  I  conceal 
ft  from  every  body. — I'll  keep  it  in  my  bofom, 
next  my  heart,  all  the  day  j  and  at  night,  I  will 
put  it  upon  my  pillow,  and  talk  to  it — and  figh 
to  it — and  fwear  to  it,  and  fleep  by  it — and  kifs 
it  for  ever  and  ever. 

A     I     R. 

>.  Whal  exquijile  pleafurc ! 

fbis.  facet  trcafure, 
From  me  thty  jhall  never, 

Sever  ; 

In  tbee,  in  thee. 
My  charmer  I  fee; 
Til  f.gh,  and  carefs  tbeey> 
Til  kifs  thee,  and  prefs  thee, 
tfbuS)  thus,  t*  my  bofom  for  ever,  and  ever. 

Urganda  and  Fatima  come  forward. 
Cymon  puts  the  nofegay  in  his  bofom,  and  lcok$ 
(onfufefi  and  ajlomfbed. 

URGANDA      (Smiling.) 

Pray,  what  is  that  you  would  kifs,  and  prefs 
to  your  bolom  for  ever  and  ever? 

CYMON. 

Nothing  but  the  end  .of  an  old  fong  the  (hep- 
herds  taught  me,  "  I'll  figh  and  carefs  thee,  I'll 

kifs, 
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kifs  thee,  and   prefs   thee,"   &c.    [Pretends  to 

fag- 
F  A  T  I  M  A. 

Upon  my  word  !  a  very  hopeful  youth  indeed, 
and  much  improved  in  hisfinging  —  What  think 
you  now  ?  (Afide  to  Urganda. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Nothing  but  his  bafhfulnefs  ftruggling  with 
his  paffion—  what  was  that  you  was  talking  to  ? 
C  Y  M  O   N. 

Myfelf,  to  be  fure,  I  had  nothing  elfe  to  talk 
to. 

URGANDA. 

Yes,  but  you  have,  Cymon  —  don't  be  afham'd 
of  what  you  ought  to  be  proud  of  —  there  is 
fomething  in  your  bofom,  next  your  heart. 

CYMON. 
Yes,  fo  there  is. 

URGANDA, 

What  is  it,  Cymon  ?  (failing.} 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 

Now  his  modefly  is  giving  way  ;  we  fhall  have 
him  at  laft.  (afide.) 

CYMON. 

Nothing  but  a  nofegay. 

URGANDA. 
That  which  \  gave  you  ?  —  let  me  fee  it. 

CYMON. 
What  !    give  a    thing,    and  take  it    away 


URGANDA, 
I  would  not  take  it  away  for  the  world. 


CYMON. 
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C  Y  M  O  N. 

Nor  would  I  give  it  you,  for  a  hundred 
worlds. 

F  A  T  I  M  Af 

See  it  by  all  means,  madam. — I  have  my  rea- 
fons.  (afide  to  Urganda.) 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

I  mull  fee  it,  Cymon,  and  therefore  no  delay 
—you  cannot  have  the  love  you  fecm'd  to  have 
but  now,  and  refufe  me. 

CYMON. 

0  but  I  can,  and  for  that  reafon. 

URGANDA. 

Don't  provoke  me — I  will  fee  it,  or  fhut  you 
up  for  ever. 

c  y  M  o  N. 

What  a  ftir  is  here  about  nothing  !  Now  are 
you  fatisfied  ? 

He  holds  the  no fc gay  at  a  diftance.  Urganda 
and  Fatima  look  at  one  another  with  confu~ 
fan, 

FATIMA. 

1  was  right. 

URGANDA. 
And  I  am  miferable  ! 

CYMON. 
Have  you  feen  it  enough  ? 

URGANDA, 
That  is  not  mine,  Cymon. 

C  Y  M  0  N.  ; 
No — 'tis  mine, 

URGAtT- 
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U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Who  gave  it  you  ? 

C  Y  M  O  N. 

A  perfon. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

What  perfon — male,  or  female  ? 

C  Y  M  O  N. 
La  !  how  can  I  tell  ? 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 

Finely  improved  indeed! — a  genius!     (afide.} 
U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

I  mud  diflemble.  (afide.}  Lookee,  Cymon  ; 
I  did  but  fport  with  you — the  nofegay  was  your 
own,  and  you  had  a  right  to  give  it  away,  or 
throw  it  away. 

CYMON. 

Indeed,  but  I  did  not — I  only  gave  it  for  this 
— which  as  it  is  fo  much  finer  and  fweeter,  I 
thought  would  not  vex  you. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Heigho !  (Afide.) 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 

Vex  her !  O  not  in  the  lead. — But  you  fhould 
not  have  given  away  her  prefent  to  a  vulgar 
creature. 

CYMON. 

How  dare  you  talk  to  me  fo  ?  I  would  have, 
you  to  know,  fne  is  neither  ugly,  nor  vulgar. 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 

Oh  (lie  ! — your  humble  fervant,  young  Sim 
plicity  ! — La,  how  can  you  tell  whether  it  is 
male  or  female  I  (Cymon  is  confused.} 

URGAN* 
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U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Don't  mind  her  impertinence,  Cymon— I  give 
you  leave  to  follow  your  own  inclinations. — I 
brought  you  hither  for  your  pleafure,  indulge 
yourfelf  in  every  thing  you  like — and  be  as  happy 
as  following  your  defires  can  make  you. 

CYMON. 

Then  I  am  happy,  indeed — thank  you,  Lady, 
you  have  made  me  quite  another  creature  !  I'm 
out  of  my  wits  with  joy — I  may  follow  my  in 
clinations — thank  you,  and  thank  you,  and 
thank  you  again. 

"  I'll  figh  and  carefs  thee, 
"  I'll  kits  thee  and  prefs  thee, 
"  Thus,  thus,  to  my  bofom,  for  ever,  and 
"  ever." —  (Exit  Cymonjinging, 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 

You  are  a  philofopher,  indeed. 
U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

A  female  one — Fatima,  I  have  hid  the  mo-ft 
racking  jealouly  under  this  falfe  appearance,  in 
order  to  deceive  him. — I  mall  by  this  means 
difcover  the  caufe  of  his  joy,  and  my  mifery  -9 
and  when  that  is  known,  you  fliall  fee  whether  1 
am  mod  of  a  woman,  or  a  philofopher. 

FATIMA. 

I'll  lay  ten  to  one  of  the  woman,  IB  matters  of 
this  nature. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Let  him  have  liberty  to  go  wherever  he 
pleafes — I  will  have  him  watch'd  •,  that  office 
be  your's,  my  faithful  Fatima — about  it  in- 
ftantly — don't  lofc  fight  of  him — no  reply — not 
a  word  more. 
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F  A  T  I  M  A. 

"that's  very  hard but  I'm  gone.       [£#//. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

When  I  have  difcover'd  the  object  of  his  pre- 
fent  tranfpcrts,  I  will  make  her  more  wretched 
than  any  of  her  fex except  myfelf. 

AIR. 

Hence  every  hope,  and  every  fear  ! 

Awake i  awake,  my  power  and  pride ^ 
Let  Jealoufy^  ftern  Jealoufy  appear ! 

With  Vengeance  at  her  fide  I 

ir. 

Whofcoirnsmy  charms^  my  power  Jb all  prove* 
Revehge  fucceeds  to  flighted  love! 
Revenge ! — But  Ob,  my  fighing  heart 
With  rebel  Love  takes  part  \ 
Now  pants  again  with  all  her  fears  ^ 
And  drowns  her  rage  m  tears.        [Exit. 

SCENE,    Dorcas's    Cottage. 
Sylvia  at  the  door  with  Cymon's  nofegay  inherhand. 

A    I    R. 

tfhefe  flowers,  like  our  heart 'j,  are  united  in  oner 
And  are  bound  up  fo  faft,  that  they  cant  be  undone  i 
So  well  are  they  blended,  fo  beauteous  to  fight , 
1'here  fpr ings  from  their  union  a  tenfold  delight ; 
Nor  ptifon,  nor  weed  here^  our  paffion  to  warn  ; 
Sut  fwttt  without  briar,  the  rofe  without  thorn. 

G  The 
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The  more  I  look  upon  this  nofegay,  the  more 

I  feel  Cyrnon   in   my  heart  and  mind hver 

fince  I  have  feen  him,  heard  his  vows,  and 
received  this  nofegay  trom  him,  I  am  in  conti 
nual  agitation^  and  cannot  red  a  moment. 

I  wander   without    knowing  where- 1  fpeak 

without  knowing  to  whqffi, and  1  look  with 
out  knowing  at  what.- — H^igho  !  how  my  poor 
heart  flutters  in  rny  brealt !— — Now  I  dread  to 

lofe  him, and   now  again  1  think  him  mine 

for  ever  I 

A     I     R. 

O  ivhy  Jhould  weforrow,  who  never  knew  fat ! 
Let  fmiles  of  content  /hew  our  rapture  within  : 
nts  love  has  fo  raised  me>  j  new- tread  in  air  ! 
*His  fur efcnt  from  Heaven  'io  lighten  my  care ! 

II. 

Each  /hepherdefs  views' me  withfcorn  and  difdain  ; 
Each  fjoepherd  purfucs  me^  but  all  is  in  vain  : 
No  more  will  I  for  row  ^  no  longer  defpair, 
'He's  fur  e  fait  from  Heav'n  to  lighten  my  care ! 


Enter  Linco. 

LINGO. 

If  you  were  as  wicked,  (hepherdefs,  as  you 
are  innocent,  that  voice  of  your's  would  corrupt 
judice  herielf,  unlefs  (he  was  deaf,  as  well  as 
'blind. 

SYLVIA. 
I  hope  you  did  not  overhear  me,  Linco  ? 

LINCO. 
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L  I  N  C  O. 

O,  but  I  did  tho' — and,  notwithftanding  I  come 
as  the  deputy  of  a  deputy  governor,  to  bring  you 
before  my  principal,  for  iome  complaints  made 
againft  you  by  a  certain  ihepherdefs,  I  will  (land 

your  friend,  tho'  I  lofe  my  place  for  it there 

are  not  many  fuch  friends,  fhepherdefs. 
•SYLVIA. 

What  have  I  done  to  the  fhepherdefles,  that 
they  perfecuce  me  ib  ? 

L  I  N  C  O. 

You  are  much  too  handfom?,  whic  h  is  a  crime 
the  bed  of  'em  can't  forgive  you. 

SYLVIA. 

I'll  truft  myfclf  with  you,  and  face  my  ene 
mies.  \As  they  are  going,  Dorcas  calls  from 

the  Cottage. 

DORCAS. 

Where  are  you  going  child? — Who  is  that 
with  you  Sylvia  ? 

LINGO. 

Now  mall  we  be  ftop'd  by  this  good  old  wo 
man,  who  will  know  all— -and  can  fcarce  hear 
any  thing. 

DORCAS. 

I'll  fee  who  you  have  with  you. 

Enter  Dorcas,  from  the  Ploufe. 

L  I  N  C  O. 
'Tis  I3  dame,  your  kinfman  Linco. 

(Speaks  loud  in  her  ear. 

G  2  DORCAS. 
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DORCAS. 

O,  is  it  you,  honeft  Linco  !    (Takes  Us  band.'} 
Well,  what's  to  do  now  ? 

LINCO. 

The  governor  defires  to  fpeak  with  Sylvia; 
a  friendly  enquiry,  that's  all. 

DORCAS. 

For  what,  for  what — tell  me  that — I  have 
nothing  to  do  with  his  defires,  nor  (he  neither 

he  is  grown  very  inquifitive  (.f   late  about 

fhepherdefics.— Fine  doings,  indeed  !  No  Iqch 
doings  when  I  was  young — if  he  wants  to  ex 
amine  any  body,  why  don't  he  examine  me  ?  I'll 
give  him  an  aniwer,  let  him  be  as  inquifitive 
as  he  pleafes. 

LINCO. 

But  I  am  your  kiniman,  dame,  and  you  dare 
truft  me  fure,  (Speaks  loud  at  her  epr, 

DORCAS. 

Thou  art  the  befl  of  'em,  that  I'll  fay  for  thee 
•—but  the  belt  of  you  are  bad  when  a  young 
woman  is  in  the  cafe — I  have  gone  through  great 
difficulties  myfelf,  I  can  affure  you,  in  better 
times  than  thefe  :  why  muft  not  I  go  too  ? 

.     LINCO. 

We  (hall  return  to  you  again— before  you  can 
get  there  f  (Still /peaking  loud. 

SYLVIA. 

You  may  truft  us,  mother, — :my  own  iqno- 
ccpce,  and  Linco's  goodnefs,  will  be  guard 
enough  for  me. 

3  POR.CAS, 
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DORCAS, 
phi  what! 

L  I  N  .C  O. 

She  fays,  you  may  truft  me  with  her  jnno- 
cence.  (fpeaking  hud. 

DORCAS. 

Well,  well— -I  will  then — thou  art  a  fweet 
creature,  and  I  love  thee  better  than  even  I  did 
my  own  child — (kijfis  Sylvia.)  When  thou  art 
fetched  away  by  him  that  brought  thee,  'twill 
Jje  a  woeful  day  for  me. — Well,  well,  go  thy 
ways  with  Linco — -I  dare  truit  thee  any  where 
• — I'll  prepare  thy  dinner  at  thy  return  ;  and  bring 
my  honeft  kinfman  along  with  you. 
LINCO. 

We  will  be  with  you,  before  ypu  can  make 
the  pot  boil. 

DORCAS. 
Before  what ! 

LINCO. 

We  will  be  with  you,  before  you  can  make 
the  ppt  boil. 

(Speaks  very  loud,  and  goes  off  with  Sylvia. 
DORCAS. 

Heav'n  fhield  thee,  for  the  fweetelt,  beft 
creature  that  ever  Well  old  age — What  a  comfort 
file  is  to  me  l  All  I  have  to  wifh  for  in  this  world, 
is  to  know  who  thou  art,  who  brought  thee  to 
me,  and  then  to  fee  thee  as  happy  as  thou  haft 
made  poor  Dorcas.  What  can  the  governor  wane 
with  herJ-7-I  lyifh  I  had  gone  too — I'd  have 
talk'd  to  him,  and  to  the  purpofe — We  had 
no  fucti  doings  when  I  was  a  young  woman— 
fhey  never  made  fuch  a  fuls  with  me. 

A  I  R 
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A     I     R. 

When  I  iv ere  young,  tbo*  now  am  old, 

rfhe  men  were  kind  and  true  -y 
But  now  they're  grown  fofalfe  and  bold, 
Wbat  can  a  woman  do  ? 
Now  what  can  a  woman  do  ? 
For  men  are  truly, 

So  unruly , 
I  tremble  at  f evenly  -two  ! 

II. 

Wbtn  I  were  fair  —tho*  now  fo  fo^ 

No  hearts  were  given  to  rove^ 
Our  puljcs  beat  nor  f aft  ^  nor  flow >. 
But  all  was  fait &y  and  love ; 
Now  what  can  a  woman  do  ? 
For  men  are  truly , 

So  unruly 
I  tremble  at  feventy-two  !  [Exit. 

SCENE,    the   Magiftrates  Houfe. 
Enter  Dor  us,  and  Second  Sbepherdefs. 

D   O  R  U  S. 

This  way,  this  way,  damfel now  we  ar& 

alone,  I  can  hear  your  grievances,  and   will  re- 

drefs   them,  that  I   will you  have  my  good 

liking,  damfcl,  and  favour  follows  of  courie. 

SECOND     SHEPHERDESS. 

I  want  words,  your  honour,  and  worlhip,  to 
thank  you  fitly. 

DORUS, 
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D  o  R  u  s. 

Smile  upon  me,  damfel Smile,  and  com 
mand  me your  hand  is  whiter  than  ever,  I 

proteft you  mud  indulge  me  with  a  chafte 

lalute.  (Kffis  her  band. 

SECOND     SHEPHERDESS. 
La!  your  Honour.     (Curtjies.) 
D  O  R  U  S. 

You  have  charm'd  me,  damfel ;  and  I  can 
deny  you  nothing — another  chaite  lalute — 'tis  a 
perfect  cordial — (kiffes  her  band.}  Well,  what 
ill  all  1  do  with  this  Sylvia,  this  ftranger,  this 
baggage,  that  has  affronted  thee  ?  I'll  lend  her 
where  fhe  (hall  never  vex  thee  again — an  impu 
dent  wicked  !  (kiffes  her  band.)  I'll  lend  her 
packing  this  very  day. 

SECOND     SHEPHERDESS. 

I  vow  your  worfhip  is  too  good  to  me.  (Leer- 

ing.} 
D   O  R  U  S. 

Nothing's  too  good  for  thee I'll  fend  her 

off  diredtly. — Don't  fret  and  teafe  thyfelf  about 

her — go  me  (hall,  and  fpeedily  too. 1  have 

fent  my  deputy  Linco  for  that  Dorcas,  who  has 
harbour'd  this  Sylvia  without  my  knowledge, 
and  the  country 'ill all  be  rid  of  Jher  ..to-morrow 

morning. Smile    upon  me,    damfel — fmile 

upon  me. 

SECOND     SHEPHERDESS. 
I  wou'd  I  were  half  as  handfome  as  Sylvia, 
I  might  fmile  to  good  purpofe. 

DORUS. 
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D   O  R   U  S. 

Pll  Sylvia  her  !  an  impudent  vagrant 
can-   neither    fmile  or  whine    to   any    purpofe, 
while  I  am  to  govern. -^-She  fhall  go  to-morrow, 

damfel this  hand,. this  lilly  hand,  has  fign'd 

her  fate.     (Kiffes  it.} 

Enter  Linco. 

L  I  N  C  O. 

No  bribery  and  corruption,  I  beg  of  your 
honour. 

D  O  R  U  S. 

You  are  too  bold,  Linco Where  did  you 

learn  this  impertinence  to  your  fuperiors  ? 

L  I  N  C  O. 

From  an  old  fong,  and  pleafe  your  Honour, 

where  I   get  all   my  wifdom Heav'n  help 

me. 

A    I     R. 

If  /he  wbifpcrs  Ike  judge ^  be  be  everfo  wife* 
Tkoy  great  and  important  bis  truft  is  ; 

His  hand  is  unjicady,  a  pair  of  black  eyes- 
Will  kick  up  tbe  balance  ofjuftice.- 

II. 

If  bis  paffions  are  ftrcng^  bis  judgment  grows 
bonove  tbrc?  bis  veins  will  be  creeping  ; 

And  bis  worjbipi  ivbtn  near  to  a  round  dimple 
*Lk<?  be  ougbt  to  be  blind^  will  be  peeping* 
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D  O  R  U  S. 

Poo,  poo,  'tis  a  very  foolifh  fong,  and  you're  a 
fool  for  Tinging  it. 

SECOND  SHEPHERDESS. 
Linco's  no  friend  of  mine  •,  Sylvia  can  fmg,  and 
has  enchanted  him. 

L  I  N  C  O. 

My  ears  have  been  feafted,  that's  mod  certain 
—but  my  heart,  damfel,  is  as  uncrack'd  as  your 
virtue,  or  his  honour's  wifdom.  There  is  not 
too  much  prefumption  in  that,  I  hope. 

D  O  R  U  S. 

Linco,  do  your  duty,  and  know  your  diflance 
—What  is  come  to  the  fellow  ?  he  is  fo  altered,  I 
don'c  know  him  again. 

LINCO. 

Your  honour's  eye-fight  is  not  fo  good  as  it 
was — I  am  always  the  fame,  and  heav'n  forbid 
that  mirth  mould  be  a  fin—  I  am  always  laugh 
ing  and  finging — let  who  will  change,  I  will 
not. — I  laugh  at  the  times,  but  I  can't  mend 
'em — They  are  woefully  alter'd  for  the  worfe  — 
but  here's  my  comfort. 

[Shewing  Ms  tabor  and  ptye. 
D  O  R  U  S. 

I'll  hear  no  more  of  this  ribaldry— I  hate 
poetry,  and  I  don't  like  mufic — Where  is  this 
vagrant,  this  Sylvia? 

LINCO. 

In  the  juftice  chamber,  waiting  for  your  ho 
nour's  commands. 

D  O   R  U  S. 
Why  did  not  you  tell  me  fo  ? 

II      '  LINCO. 
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L  I  N  C  O. 

I  thought  your  honour  better  engaged,  and 
that  it  was  too  much  for  you  to  try  two  fe 
male  caufes  at  one  time. 

D  O   R  U  S. 

You  thought  t  I  won't  have  you  think,  but 
obey — Times  are  changed  indeed  ! — Deputies 
muft  not  think  for  their  fuperiors. 

LINGO. 

Muft  not  they !  What  will  become  of  our 
poor  country !  (Going.} 

D  O  R  U  S. 

No  more,  impertinence,  but  bring  the  culprit 
hither. 

L  I  N   C  O. 
In  the  twinkling  of  your  honour's  eye.  [Exit. 

SECOND   SHEPHERDESS. 
I  leave  my  griefs  in  your  wor (hip's  hands. 
D  O  R  U  S. 

You  leave  *em  in  my  heart,  damfel,  where 
they  foon  fhall  be  changed  into  pleafures — wait 
forme  in  the  juftice  chamber — Smile,  damfel, 
frails  upon  me,  and  edge  the  fword  of  juftice. 

Enter  Linco  and  Sylvia. 

SECOND  SHEPHERDESS. 

Here  (he  comes;  fee  how  like  an  innocent  (he 

looks — But  I'll  begone — I  truft  in  your  wor- 

fhip — I  hate  the  fight  of  her — I  cou'd  tear  her 

natty  eyes  out.  '  {Exit. 

3  DORUS. 
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D  O   R  U  S. 

{Gazing  at  Syhia. 

Hem,  hem  !  I  am  told,  young  woman — hem, 
hem  ! — that — me  does  not  look  fo  mifchievous 
as  I  expe&ed.  [A fide,  and  turning  from  her. 

L  I  N  C  O. 

Bear  up,  fweet  (hepherdefs!  your  beauty  and 
innocence  will  put  injuftice  out  of  countenance. 

SYLVIA. 

'  The  fliame  of  being  fufpecled  confounds  me, 
and  I  can't  fpeak. 

D  O  R  U  S. 

Where  is  the  old  woman,  Dorcas,  they  told  me 
of?  Did  not  I  order  you  to  bring  her  before  me  ? 

LINGO. 

The  good  old  woman  is  fo  deaf,  and  your 
reverence  a  little  thick  of  hearing,  I  thought 
the  bufinefs  would  be  fooner  and  better  done  by 
the  young  woman. 

D  O  R  U  S. 

What  at  your  thinking  again — Young  fhepherd- 

efs,  I  hear — I  hear — Hem! — Her  modefty  pleafes 

me.  (Afide) — What  is  the  reafon,  I  lay — Hem! — 

that — that  I  hear — She  has  very  fine  features. 

\_Afide  y  and  turning  from  her. 

L  I  N  C  O. 

Speak,  fpeak,  Sylvia,  and  the  bufinefs  is 
done. 

D  O  R  U  S. 
Is  not  your  name  Sylvia  ? 

H    2  LINC3. 
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L   I  N  C  O. 
Yes,  your  honour,  her  name  is  Sylvia. 

D  O  R   U   S. 

I  don't  afk  you — What  is  your  name  ?  look 
up  and  tell  me,  fhepherdefs. 

SYLVIA. 

Sylvia  !  [Sighs  and  curtfies. 

D  O  R  U  S. 

What  a  fweet  look  with  her  eyes  ilie  has ! 
(/#&&.}  What  can  be  the  reafon,  Sylvia — that—-. 
Hem!— I  proteft  fhe  difarms  my  anger.  \Aftde. 

L  I  N  C  O. 
Now  is  your  timejfpeak  to  his  reverence. 

D  O  R  U  S. 
Don't  whifper  the  prifbner. 

SYLVIA. 

Prifoner  !  Am  I  a  prifoner  then  ? 
D  O  R  U  S. 

No,  not  abfolutely  a  prifoner ;  but  you  are 
charged,  damfel — Hem,  hem! — charged,  damfel 
— I  don't  know  what  to  fay  to  her.  \AJidt. 

SYLVIA. 
With  what,  your  honour  ? 
L  I  N  C  O. 

If  he  begins  to  damfel  us,  we  have  him 
lure. 

SYLVIA, 
What  is  my  crime  ? 

UNCO, 
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LINGO. 
A  little  too  handfome,  that's  all. 

D  O  R  U  S. 

Hold  your  peace  —  Why  don't  you  look  up 
in  my  face  if  you  are  innocent  ?  (Sylvia  looks  at 
Dorus  with  great  modefty.)  I  can't  Hand  it  — 
fhe  has  turn'd  my  anger,  my  juftice,  and  my 
whole  fcheme?  topfy-turvy*—  Reach  me  a  chair, 

Linco. 

L  I  N  C  O. 

One  fweet  fong,  Sylvia,  before  his  reverence 
gives  fentence. 

[Reaches  a  chair  for  Dorus. 

DORUS. 

No  finging,  her  looks  have  done  too  much 
already. 

LINCO. 
Only  to  foften  your  rigour. 


A    I     R. 

From  duty  if  the  Jhepherdftray, 
And  leave  bis  flocks  to  feed, 

wolf  'will  feJze  the  harmlefs  prey, 
And  innocence  will  bleed. 


II. 


In  me  a  harmlefs  lamb  lehold, 

Oppreft  with  ev'ry  fear  ; 
0  guard)  good  Jhepberdy  guard  your  fold. 

For  wished  wolves  are  near. 

[Kntels. 

DURUS. 
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DORUS. 

I'll  guard  thee,  and  fold  thee  too,  my  lambkin— 
and  they  fhan't  hurt  thee — This  is  a  melting 
ditty  indeed  !  Rife,  rile,  my  Sylvia. 

\_Emlraces  her. 

Enter  Second  Shepherdefs. 
[Dorus  and  fix  ft  art  at  feeing  each  other. 
SECOND    SHEPHERDESS. 
Is  your  reverence  taking  leave  of  her  before 
you  drive  her  out  of  the  country  ? 

DORUS. 

How  now !  What  preemption  is  this,  to 
break  in  upon  us  fo,  and  Interrupt  the  courfe  of 
juftice  ? 

SECOND  SHEPHERDESS. 
May  I   be  permitted  to    fpeak   three  words 
with  your  worfhip  ? — 

DORUS. 

Well,  well,  I  will  fpeak  to  you— I'll  come  to 
you  in  the  juftice  chamber  prefently. 

SECOND    SHEPHERDESS. 
I  knew  the  wheedling  Out  would  fpoil  all — but 
I'll  be  up  with  her  yet.  {.AJide*  and  Ex. 

DORUS. 

I'm  glad  fhe's  gone — Linco,  you  mud  fend 
her  away — I  won't  fee  her  now. 

LINCO. 
And  (hall  I  take  Sylvia  to  prifon  ? 

DORUS. 

No,  no,  no  •,  to  prifon  !  mercy  forbid  !  — 
What  a  fin  mould  I  have  commuted  to 

pleafe 
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pleafe  that  envious,  jealons-pated  (hepherdefs  ? — 
Linco,  comfort  the  damfel — Dry  your  eyes, 
Sylvia-  I  will  call  upon  you  myfelf — and  examine 
Dorus  myfelf—  and  protect  you  myfelf — and  do 
every  thing  myfelf--!  profefs  (he  has  bewitched 
me — I  am  all  agitation — I'll  call  upon  you  to 
morrow —  perhaps  to-night  — perhaps  in  half  an 
hour — Take  care  of  her,  Linco-  -me  has  bewitched 
me,  and  I  mall  lofe  my  wits  if  I  look  on  her  any 
longer  —  Oh  !  the  fweet,  lovely,  delightful 
creature ! 

LINCO. 

Don't  whimper  now,  my  fweet  Sylvia — 
Juftice  has  taken  up  the  fword  and  fcales  again, 
and  your  rivals  (hall  cry  their  eyes  out — The 
day's  our  own. 

A    I    R. 

Sing  high  derry  derry, 

*The  day  is  our  own. 
Be  wife  and  be  merry  > 

Let  forrow  alone  5 

Alter  your  fone, 
To  bigh  derry  derry , 

Be  wife  and  be  merry  > 

Ike  day  is  cur  own. 

[Exeunt* 


End  of  the  Third  Aft. 
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ACT       IV. 

SCENE,  an  old  Cajlle. 

Enter  URGANDA  greatly  agitated. 
URGANDA. 

LOST,  loft  Urganda ! — Nothing  can  controul 
The  beating  tempeft  of  my  reftlefs  foul ! 
While  I  prepare,  in  this  dark  witching  hour, 
My  potent  Ipells,  and  call  forth  all  my  power — 
A  rife  ye  demons  of  revenge  arife  ! 
Begin  your  rites — unfeen  by  mortal  eyes ! 
Hurl  plagues,  and-  mifchiefs  thro'  the  poifon'd  air, 
And  give  me  vengeance  to  appeafe  defpair! 

,  Chorus — (underground} ,  We  come,  we  come,  we 
come  1     (She  waves  her  wand,  and  the  caftlt 
vanijhes.) 

The  frft  Demon  of  Revenge  drifts. 

A     I     R. 

While  mortals  charm  their  cares  infleep, 

And  Demons  howl  below, 
Urganda  calls  us  from  the  deep  \ 
Arife  ye  Jons  of  woe  ! 

Ever  bufy,  ever  willing, 
All  thojs  horrid  tajks  fulfilling, 
Which  draw  from  mortal  breafts  thegrcan, 
And  make  their  torments  like  cur  cwn. 

Chorus — (under gound)  We  come,  we  come,  we 
come! 

Der,;o:;< 
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"Demons  arife  and  perform  their  rites, 
tfhen  Exeunt,  with  Urganda  at  their  head. 

'SCENE,  the  Country. 
.EftterLmco,  drawing  in  DAMON  ^^DORILAS. 

LINGO. 

Nay,  nay,  but  let  me  talk  to  you  a  little— by 
the  lark  you  are  early  ftirrers — has  not  that  gad 
fly  jealoufy  flung  you  up  to  this  fame  mifchief 
you  are  upon  ? 

DAMON. 

We  are  commanded  by  our  governor,  who 
has  orders  from  Urganda,  to  bring  Cymon  and 
Sylvia  before  her. 

L  I  N  C  O. 

And  you  are  fond  of  this  employment  are  you  ? 
fye,  for  fhame — I  know  more  than  you  think  I 
know. — You  were  each  of  you  (good  fouls !)  be- 
troth'd  to  two  fhepherdefles — but  Silvia  comes 
in  the  nick,  and  away  go  vows,  promifes,  and 
proteftations — me  loving  Cymon,  and  defpifmg 
you — and  you. — You  (hating  one  another)  join 
cordially  to  diftrefs  them  for  loving  one  another 
• — fye,  for  fhame,  fhepherds ! 

DAMON. 

What  will  the  governor  fay  to  this  ?  This  is 
fine  treatment  of  your  betters. 

L  IN  C  O. 

If  my  betters  are  no  better  than  they  fhould 

be,    'tis   their   fault,    and  not   mine — Urganda, 

Dorus,  and  you,  not  being  able  to  reach  the 

I  grapes, 
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grapes,  won't  let  any  body  elfe  tafte  them--fye, 
for  fhame,  (hepherds ! 

DAMON. 

We  have  no  time  to  lofe — we  mud  raife  the 
fhepherds,  and  hunt  after  thefe  young  Tinners  •, 
and  you,  Mr.  Deputy,  for  all  your  airs,  muit 
make  one  in  the  chafe. 

L  I  N  C  O. 

Before  I  would  follow  unlawful  game  to  pleafc 
a  hot-liver'd  enchantrefs,  an  old  itching  gover 
nor,  and  two  fuch  jealous-pated  noodles  as  your- 
felves,  I  would  thruft  my  pipe  through  mytabor3 
chuck  it  into  the  river,  and  myfelf  after  it. 

DAMON. 

Here  comes  the  governor  ;  now  we  fhall  hear 
what  you  will  fay  to  him  ? 

L  I  N  C  O. 

Juft  what  I  have  faid  to  you ;  an  honeft  laugh 
ing  fellow,  like  myfelf,  don't  mind  a  governor, 
though  I  fhould  raife  his  fpleen,  and  lofe  my 
place  into  the  bargain — there  are  not  many  de 
puties  in  Arcadia  of  the  fame  mind. 

D  O  R  I  L  A  S. 

Come,  come,  let  us  mind  our  bufinefs  and 
not  his  impertinence. 

D  A  M  O  N. 

If  the  governor  would  do  as  I  wiQi  him,  you 
would  have  your  deferts,  Mr.  Deputy  Linco. 

LINGO. 

And  if  Cymon  could  do  as  I  wifh  him,  'you 
would  have  your  deferts,  my  gentle  fhepherds. 

Enter 
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Enter  Dorus  and  Arcadians. 

D  O  R  U  S. 

Where  have  you  been,  Linco  .?  I  fent  for  you 
an  hour  ago. 

LINCO. 

I  was  in  bed,  your  honour ;  and  as  I  don't  walk 
in  my  fleep,  I  could  not  well  be  with  you  before 
I  was  drefs'd. 

D  O  R  U  S. 

No  joking — no  joking — we  are  ordered  by 
the  Enchantrefs  to  fearch  for  Cymon  and  Sylvia, 
and  bring  them  before  her 

LINCO. 

I  hate  to  fpoil  fport — fo  I'll  go  home  again. 

(Going.) 

DORUS. 

Stay,  Linco  (be  returns).  I  command  you  to 
do  your  duty,  and  go  with  me  in  purfuit  of  thefe 
young  criminals. 

LINCO. 

Criminals!  heaven  blefs  them  I  fay! — I'll  go 
home  again.  (Going.) 

DORUS. 

Was  there  ever  fuch  infolence !  Come  back, 
Linco  5  how  dare  you  difobey  what  I  order,  and 
TJrganda  commands  ?  Give  me  an  anfwcr. 

LINCO. 

Confcience !  confcience  !  Governor — an  old  fa- 

fhion'd  excufe,    but    a    true   one  —  I    cannot 

find   in   my  heart  to   difturb  two   fweet  young 

I  z  creatures 
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creatures— whom  as  heaven  has  put  together,  I 
will  not  attempt  to  divide  ; — 'twould  be  a  crying 
fin ! — Pli  go  home  again.  (Gcing.) 

D  O  R  U  S. 

You  are  a  fcandal  to  your  place,  and  you 
fhall  hold  it  no  longer ;  I'll  take  it  from  you  in- 
fhntly. 

LINGO. 

You  cannot  take  from  me  a  quiet  confciertce 
and  a  merry  heart;— you  are  heartily  welcome  to 
all  the  reft,  Governor. 

D  O  R  U  S. 

I  difmifs  you  from  this  moment— you  fhall  be 
no  deputy  of  mine — you  fhall  fuffer  for  your 
arrogance; — I  fhall  tell  the  Enchantrefs  that  you 
are  leagu'd  with  this  Sylvia,  and  will  not  do  your 
duty. 

LINCO. 

A  word  with  your  honour — could  you  have 
been  leagu'd  with  this  Sylvia  too,  you  would  not 
have  done  your  duty,  Mr.  Governor. 

D  O  R  U  S. 

Hem! — Come  along,  (hepherds,  and  don't 
mind  his  impudence. 

[Exeunt  Dorus  and  Shepherds. 

LINCO. 

I  wifh  your  reverence  a  good  morning,  and 
I  thank  you  for  all  favours — any  fool  now  that 
was  lefs  merry  than  myfelf,  would  be  out  of  fpi- 
rits  for  being  out  of  place  ; — but  as  matters  are 
now  turn'd  topfy  turvy,  I  wont  walk  upon  my 
head  for  the  belt  ofHce  in  Arcadia — And  fo  my 

virtuous; 
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virtuous  old  governor,  get  what  deputy  you 
pleafe  ;  I  fhall  (lick  to  my  tabor  and  pipe,  and 
fmg  away  the  lofs  of  one  place,  till  I  can  whiftle 
jnyfelf  into  another. 

A    I    R. 

When  peace  here  was  reigning, 
And  love  without  waining, 
Or  care  or  complaining, 
Bafe  pajjions  disdaining  ; 
This  was  my  way, 

With  my  -pipe  and  my  tabor, 
I  laugh' d  down  the  day, 

Nor  envy*d  the  joys  of  a  neighbour. 

II. 

Now  fad  transformation 
Runs  tbro*  the  whole  nation  ; 
Peace,  love,  recreation, 
All  changed  to  'vexation  ; 
This,  this  is  my  way, 

With  my  pipe  and  my  tabor  * 
1  laugh  down  the  day, 

And  pity  the  cares  of  my  neighbour. 

III. 

*  Wbile  all  are  defigning, 

ir  friends  undermining  \ 
mifchief  inclining, 
^his,  this  is  my  way, 

With  my  pipe  and  my  tabor 9 
I  laugh  down  the  day, 

And  pity  the  cares  of  r,:y  neighbour. 

[Exit. 
*  Omitted  in  the  reprefeatation. 

SCENE, 
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SCENE,  another  Part  of  the  Country. 

Enter  FATIMA. 

Truly  a  very  pretty  mifchievous  errand  I  am 
fent  upon-^-I  am  to  follow  this  foolifh  young 
fellow  all  about  to  find  out  his  haunts — not  fo 
foolim  neither,  for  he  is  fo  much  improved  of 
Jate,  we  (hrewdly  fufpect  that  he  muft  have  fome 
female  to  fharpen  his  intellects — For  love,  among 
many  other  ftrange  things,  can  make  fools  of 
wits,  and  wits  of  fools.  I  faw  our  young  par 
tridge  run  before  me,  and  take  cover  here 
abouts  i  I  muft  make  no  noife,  for  fear  of  alarm 
ing  him ;  befides,  I  hate  to  difturb  the  poor 
things  in  pairing  time. 

[Looks  thro*  the  bitfh.es* 

Enter  Merlin. 
MERLIN. 

I  mall  fpoil  your  peeping,  thou  evil  counfeltor 
of  a  faithleis  miftrefs — I  muft  torment  her  a  little 
for  her  good — Such  females  muft  feel  much  ta 
be  made  juft  and  reafonable  creatures. 

Fatima,  peeping  thro*  the  bujhes. 

There  they  are — our  fool  has  made  no  bad 
choice — Upon  my  word,  a  very  pretty  couple  t 
and  will  make  my  poor  lady's  heart  ach. 

MERLIN. 

I  Ihall  twinge  yours  a  little  before  we  part. 
FATIMA. 

Well  faid  Cymon  !  upon  your  knees  to  her  ! 
now  for  my  pocket-book,  that  I  may  exactly 

ckicribc 
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defcribe  this  rival  of  ours ;  me  is  much  too  hand- 
ome  to  live  long,  fhe  will  be  either  burnt  alive, 
thrown  to  wild  beads,  or  (hut  up  in  the  blade 
tower— the  greateft  mercy  fhe  can  have  will  be 
to  let  her  take  her  choice. 

\Takes  out  a  pocket-book. 

MERLIN. 

May  be  fo — but  we  will  prevent  the  prophecy, 
if  we  can. 

Fatima,  writing  in  her  look. 

She  is  of  a  good  height,  about  my  fize — a 
fine  fhape,  delicate  features — charming  hair — 
heav'nly  eyes  •,  not  unlike  my  own — with  fuch  a 
fweet  fmile  !  She  muft  be  burnt  alive!  yes,  yes> 
/he  muft  be  burnt  alive. 

[Merlin  taps  her  upon  thsjhoulder  with  his  wandm 

FATIMA. 

Who's  there !  blefs  me  ! — No  body— I  proteft 
it  ftartled  me.  I  muft  finifh  my  pidure. 

[Writes  on. 
[Merlin  waves  his  wand  over  her  head. 

Now  let  me  fee  what  I  have  written. — Blefs 
me,  what's  here  !  all  the  letters  are  as  red  as 
blood — My  eyes  fail  me !  Sure  I  arn  bewitched 
(Reads  and  trembles.)  Urganda  has  a  Jhameful  paf- 
JtonforCymon,  Cymon  a  moft  virtuous  one  for 
Sylvia ; — as  for  Fatima,  wild  beafts,  the  black 
tower •,  and  burning  alive  are  too  good  for  her. 
(Drops  the  book)  i  have  not  power  to  ftir  a  ftep 
. — I  knew  what  would  come  of  affronting  that 
devil  Merlin.  [Merlin  is  vifible. 

MERLIN. 

True,  Fatima,  and  I  am  here  at  your  fervice. 

FATIMA. 
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F  A  T  I  M  A. 

0  mod  magnanimous  Merlin !  don't  fet  your 
tvit  to  a  poor  foolifh  weak  woman. 

MERLIN. 

"Why  then,  will  a  foolifh  weak  woman  fet  her 
wit  to  me  ?  But  we  will  be  better  friends  for  the 
future — Mark  me,  Fatima.  [Holds  up  his  wand. 

FATIMA. 

No  conjuration,  I  befeech  your  worfhip,  and 
you  fhall  do  any  thing  with  me. 

MERLIN. 

1  want  nothing  of  you  but  to  hold  your  tongue, 

FATIMA. 
Will  nothing  elfe  content  your  fury  ? 

MERLIN. 
Silence,  babler* 

FATIMA. 

I  am  your  own  for  ever,  moft  merciful  Mer 
lin  !  I  am  your  own  for  ever — O  my  poor 
tongue  !  I  thought  I  never  fhould  have  wagg'd 
thee  again — What  a  dreadful  thing  it  would  be 
to  be  dumb  ? 

M  E  R  L  I N. 

Yon  fee  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  Urganda  to 
protecl  you,  or  to  injure  Cymon  and  Sylvia — I 
vail  be  their  protestor  againft  all  her  arts,  tho* 
fhe  has  leagu'd  herfelf  with  the  demons  of  re* 
venge — We  have  no  powea*  but  what  refults  from 
our  virtue. 

FATIMA. 
I  had  ratherlofe  any  thing  than  my  fpeech, 

MERLIN, 
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MERLIN. 

As  you  profefs  yourfelf  my  friend  (for,  with 
all  my  art,  I  cannot  fee  into  a  woman's  mind)  I 
will  (hew  my  gratitude,  and  my  power,  by  giv 
ing  your  tongue  an  additional  accomplilhment. 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 
What,  (hall  I  talk  more  than  ever  ? 

MERLIN,  fmiling. 

That  would  be  no  accomplifhment,  Fatima- 
—No,  I  mean  that  you  fhould  talk  lefs  — When 
you  return  to  Urganda,  fhe  will  be  very  in- 
quifitive,  and  you  very  ready  to  tell  her  all  you 
know. 

FATIMA. 
And  may  I  without  offence  to  your  worfhip  ? 

MERLIN. 

Silence,  and  mark  me  well — obferve  me  truly 
and  punctually.  Every  anfwer  you  give  to  Ur- 
ganda's  queftions,  muft  be  confined  to  two  words 
Tes  and  No — I  have  done  you  a  great  favour, 
and  you  don't  perceive  it. 

FATIMA. 

Not  very  clearly  indeed.  [Afide. 

MERLIN. 

Beware  of  encroaching  a  (ingle  monofyllable 
upon  my  injun&ion ;  the  moment  another  word 
eicapes  you,  you  are  dumb. 

FATIMA. 

Heaven  prefcrve  me !  what  will  become  of 
me! 


K 
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MERLIN. 

Remember  what  I  fay — as  you  obey  or  neg 
lect  me,  you  will  be  punifhed,  or  rewarded. 

[Merlin  ftrikes  thefcene,  which  opens  and  dif- 
covers  his  dragons  and  chariot ,  which  carry 
bim  away. 

Farewell  (lowing  to  her).  Remember  me,  Fatima. 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 

I  (hall  never  forget  you,  I  am  fure — What  a 
polite  devil  it  is — and  what  a  woeful  plight  am  I 
in  ?  This  confining  my  tongue  to  two  words  is 
much  worfe  than  being  quite  dumb. — I  had  ra 
ther  be  dinted  in  any  thing  than  in  my  fpeech— 
Heigho ! — There  never  fure  was  a  tax  upon  the 
tongue  before. 

A    I    R. 

fax  my  tongue !  it  isajhame  : 
Merlin,  fure,  is  much  to  blame, 

Not  to  let  it  fweetly  flow. 
Tet  the  favours  of  the  great, 
And  the  filly  maiden's  fate. 

Of  ten  follow,  Yes0rNo> 

Lack-a-day! 
Poor  Fatima ! 
Stinted  fo, 
?o  Yes  or  No. 

II. 

Should  I  want  to  talk  and  chat, 
<Tell  Urganda  this  or  that, 

Howjhall  1  about  it  go  ; 

Let 
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Let  her  ajk  me  what  Jhe  will, 
1  mujl  keep  my  clapper  ft  ill  ^ 

Striking  only  Yes  or  No. 

Lack-a-day! 

Poor  Fatima ! 

Stinted  fo^ 

To  Yes  or  No.  [Exit. 

SCENE,  Enter  Cymon  and  Sylvia  (arm 
in  armj. 

CYMON. 

You  muft  not  figh,  my  Sylvia — love  like 
ours  can  have  no  bitter  mingled  with  its  fweets. 
It  has  given  me  eyes,  ears,  and  underflanding ; 
and  till  they  forfake  me,  I  muft  be  Sylvia's. 

SYLVIA. 

And  while  I  retain  mine,  I  can  know  no  hap- 
pinefs  but  with  Cymon  i — and  yet  Urganda — 

CYMON. 

Why  will  you  fully  again  the  purity  of  our 
joys  with  the  thoughts  of  that  unhappy,  becaufe 
guilry,  woman. — Has  not  Merlin  difcovered  all 
thai:  was  unknown  to  us  ?  Has  he  not  promifed 
us  his  protection,  and  told  us,  that  we  are  the 
care  of  fuperiour  beings,  and  that  more  bleffings, 
if  poflible,  are  in  ftore  for  us  ? — What  can  Sylvia 
want,  when  Cymon  is  completely  bleft  ? 

SYLVIA. 

Nothing  but  my  Cymon  •,  when  that  is  fecured 
to  me,  I  have  not  a  wifh  for  more. 

CYMON. 

Thy  wifhes  are  fulfilled  then,  and  mine  in  the ! 
K  2  *   SYLVIA. 
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SYLVIA. 

Take  my  hand,  and  with  it  a  heart,  which, 
till  you  had  touch'd,  never  knew,  nor  codd 
even  imagine,  what  was  love  5  but  my  parfiion 
now  is  as  fincere  as  it  is  tender,  and  it  would 
be  ungrateful  to  difguife  my  affedions,  as  they 
are  my  greaieft  pride  and  happinefs. 

C  Y  M  O  N. 

Tranfpprting  maid  !  [Ki/es  her  band. 

SYLVIA. 
A    I    R. 

<fbis  cold  flinty  heart,  it  is  you  who  have  warm*d, 
YOU  waken  *d  my  pajfions^  my  fenfes  have  charred, 
In  vain  againft  Merit  and  Cymon  / ftrove.  j 
What's  life  withotit  peffwn— f^eet ptjjion  of  love? 

II- 

<Tbe  froft  nips  the  lud,  and  tbe  rofe  cannot  blow^ 
From  youth  that  is  fr oft-nipt  no  raptures  can  flow ', 
Elyfium  to  him  but  a  defer t  will  prove  ; 
Wbafs  life  without  paffion — fweet  pcjfion  of  love  ? 

III. 

Jbe  faring  Jhodd  be  warm,  the  young  feafon  be  gay, 
Her  birds  and  her  flowrets  make  blithfome  fweet 

May, 

Love  bleffes  tbe  cottage,  andfings  thro*  the  grove  ; 
Wbafs  life  without  pajfion — fcveet  pajfion  of  love? 

CYMON. 

Thus  then  I  feize  my  treafure,  will  proteft  it 
with  my  life,  and  will  never  refign  it,  but  to 
heaven  who  gave  it  me.  [Embraces  her. 

Enter 
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Enter  Damon  and  Dorilas  on  onejide,  and  Dorus 
and  bis  followers  on  tbe  otber  -,  who  flan  at  fee* 
ing  Cymon  and  Sylvia. 

DAMON. 
Here  they  are ! 

SYLVIA. 
Ha!  blefsme!  (flatting) 

DORUS. 
fine  doings  indeed ! 
[Cymon  and  Sylvia  ft  and  amaz'd  and  afhanfd* 

DORILAS. 
Your  humble  fervant,  modeft  Madam  Sylvia ! 

P  A  M  O  N. 

You  are  much  imprqv'd  by  your  new  tutor* 
DORUS. 

But  I'll  fend  her  and  her  tutor  where  they  fhall 
learn  better. — I  am  confounded  at  their  affurance ! 
Why  don't  you  fpeak  culprits  ? 

CYMON. 

We  may  be  afham'd  without  guilt,  to  be 
watch' d  and  furpriz'd  by  thofe  who  ought  to  be 
more  afham'd  at  what  they  have  done. 

SYLVIA. 
Be  calm,  my  Cymon,  they  mean  us  mifchief. 

CYMON. 

But  they  can  dp  us  none  5— fear  them  not,  my 
fhepherdeis. 


DOR  U  5. 
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DOR  US. 

Did  you  ever  hear  or  fee  fuch  an  impudent 
couple  ?  but  Pll  fecure  you  from  thefe  intem 
perate  doings. 

DAMON. 

Shall  we  fcize  them  your  worftiip^  and  drag 
'em  to  Urganda  ? 

DORUS. 

Let  me  fpeak  firft  with  that  damfel. 
[ds  be  approaches,  Cymon  puts  her  behind  him. 

C  Y  M  O  N. 
That  damfel  is  not  to  be  fpoken  with. 

DORUS. 

Here's  impudence  in  perfection ! — Do  you 
know  who  I  am  (tripling  ? 

CYMON. 

I  know  you  to  be  one  who  ought  to  obferve  the 
laws,  and  protect  innocence  •,  but  having  pafTions 
that  difgrace  both  your  age  and  places  you  nei 
ther  do  one  nor  the  other. 

DORUS. 

I  am  aftonifh'd !  What  are  you  the  fooliih 
young  fellow  I  havs  heard  fo  much  of? 

CYMON. 

As  fure  as  you  are  the  wicked  old  fellow  I 
have  heard  fo  much  of. 

DORUS. 
Seize  them  both  this  inftant. 

CYMON. 


C    Y     M    O    N.  71 

C  Y  M  O  N. 

That  is  fooner  faid  than  done,  Governor. 

[As  they  approach  on  both  fides  to  feize 
them,  he  fnatches  aftafffrom  one  of  the 
Jhepherds  and  beats  them  back.'] 

D  O  R  U  S. 

Fall  on  him,  but  don't  kill  him,  for  I  muft 
make  an  example  of  him. 

C  Y  M  O  N. 

In  this  caufe  I  am  myfelf  an  army ;  fee  how 
the  wretches  (tare,  and  cannot  ftir. 

A    I    R. 

Come  on,  come  on, 

A  thoufand  to  one* 
I  dare  you  to  come  on. 
¥W  unpraftisd  and  young, 
Love  has  made  me  ft  cut  andftrong ; 
Has  given  me  a  charm, 

Will  not  fuffer  me  to  fall ; 
Has  fttefd  my  heart,  and  nerved  my  arm* 
To  guard  my  precious  all. 

[Looking  at  Sylvia. 

Come  on,  come  on,  &c.      [Exit* 

SYLVIA. 

0  Merlin,  now  befriend  him  ! 
From  their  rage  defend  him  ! 

[While  Cymon  drives  off  the  party  of  Jhepherds 
on  one  fide,  enter  Dorus  and  bis  party,  who 
furround  Sylvia.] 

DORUS. 
Away  with  her,  away  with  her — 

SYLVIA. 
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SYLVIA. 

Prote&me,  Merlin! — Cymont  Cymon!  where 
art  thou,  Cymon  ? 

DORUS. 

Your  fool  Cymon  is  too  fond  of  fighting  to 
mind  his  miftrefs  j  away  with  her  to  Urganda, 
away  with  her. 

Enter  Shepherds,  running  acrofs  disordered  and 
beaten  by  Cymon. 

Damon  (looking  lack}. 

'Tis  the  devil  of  a  fellow !  how  he  has  laid 
about  him ! 

[Exit. 

DORILAS. 
There  is  no  way  but  this  to  avoid  him.  [Exit. 

Enter  Cymon  (in  confufion  and  out  of  breath}. 

I  have  conquered,  my  Sylvia  !— Where  art 
thou  ?—  my  life,  my  love,  my  valour,  my  all! — 
What,  gone!— torn  from  me! —then  I  am  con- 
quer'd  indeed ! 

[He  runs  off^  and  returns  federal  times  during 
the  fymphony  of  the  following  fong.~] 


AIR. 
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AIR. 

Torn  from  me,  torn  from  me,  which  way  did  they 

take  her  ? 

To  death  they  Jhall  bear  me, 
To  pieces  Jhall  tear  me^ 
Before  Vll  jcrfake  her  I 

Tho*  fajl  bound  in  a  fpell, 
By  Urganda  and  httl^ 
I'll  burfl  thro"  their  charms, 
Seize  my  fair  in  my  firms  ; 
*Ihen  my  valour  Jhall  prove, 
No  magick  like  virtue^  hkt  Virtue  And  Love! 


End  of  tbt   Fourth 


L  A-  C  J 


74:  C    Y    M    O    N. 


A  C  T     V. 

SCENE,  a  Grotto. 
Enter  URGANDA  and  FATJMA. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

YE  S  !—  No  !  —  forbear  this  mockery  —  What 
can  it  mean  ?  —  I  will  not  bear  this  trifling 
with  my  paffion  —  Fatima,  my  hearths  upon  the 
rack,  and  muft  not  be  fported  with  -  Let  me 
know  the  worft,  and  quickly  —  to  conceal  it  from 
me  is  not  kindnefs,  but  the  height  of  cruelty  — 
Why  don't  you  fpeak.  ?  (Fatima  foakes  far  head,) 
Won't  you  fpeak  ? 

FATIMA. 
Yes. 

URGANDA. 
Go  on  then. 

FATIMA. 
No. 

URGANDA. 
Will  you  fay  nothing  but  No  ? 

FATIMA. 


URGAND4 
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U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Diftrading,  treacherous  Fatima!  —  Have  yott 
Teen  my  rival  ? 

FATIMA. 
Yes. 

URGAND  A. 
Thanks^  dear  Fatima! — well — nowgoOi," 

FATIMA. 
No. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

This  is  not  to  be  borne — Was  Cyraon  with  her? 
FATIMA. 

Yes. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Are  they  in  love  with  each  other  f 

F  A  T  M  I  A. 
Yes !     (figting.) 

URGANDA. 

Where  did  you  fee  my  rival?  (Fatim*  J&akts 
her  bead.)  Falfe,  unkind,  obftinate  Fatima!— «• 
Won't  you  tell  me  ? 

FATIMA. 
No. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 
You  are  brib'd  to  betray  me  ? 
FATIMA. 
No. 

URGANDA. 
What,  ftillYes  and  No? 

L  2  FATIMA, 
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FAT  I  MA. 
*     Yes. 

URGANDA.  - 

And  not  a  fingie  word  more  ? 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 
No. 

URGANDA. 

Arc  you  afraid  t>f  any  body? 

FAT1M  A. 
Yes. 

URGANDA. 
Arc  you  not  afraid  of  me  too  ? 

FAT  I  MA. 
No. 

U  RG  AN  DA. 

Infolence !    Is  my  rival  handfome  ?   tell  me 
that. 

F  A  T I  M  A. 


V*>r 


URGANDA. 
Very  handfome  ? 

'  FAT'IMA. 
v 
Yes,  yes. 

.URGANDA. 

.    ' 

How  handfome  ?  handfomer  than  I,  or  you  ? 

FATIMA. 
Yes— *No-— -  (befitetinfr) 

CRG4NDA. 
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URGAND  A. 

How  can  you  fee  me  thus  miferablc,  and  not 
relieve  me  ?  have  you  no  pity  for  me  ? 

FAT  I  MA. 
Yes!   -(JlfUng.) 

U  RGANDA. 
Convince  me  of  it,  and  tell  me  all. 

FAT  I  MA. 
No !     (Jigbing.) 

URGAND  A. 
I  (hall  go  diftrafted  ! — Leave  me. 

FATIM  A. 
Yes. 

URGAND  A. 
And  dare  not  come  into  my  prefence. 

FATIM  A. 
No.  [Curtfies,  and  Exit. 

Urganda  alone. 

She  has  a  fpell  upon  her,  or  (he  could  not  do 
thus — Merlin's  power  has  prevailed — he  has  in- 
chanted  her,  and  my  love  and  my  revenge  are 
equally  difappointed. — This  is-thc  completion  of 
my  mifery  I 

Enter  Dorus. 
DORUS. 

May  I  prefume  to  intrude  upon  my  fovereign's 
contemplations? 

VRGANDA, 
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U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Dare  not  to  approach  my  mifery,  or  thou  ftuif 
partake  of  it. 

D  O  R  U  S. 
I  am  gone — and  Sylvia  (hall  go  too.  (Gswg.) 

URG  AN  D  A. 

Sylvia,  faid  you  ?  where  is  (he  ? .  where  is  (he? 
Speak,  (peak — and  give  me  life  or  death. 

DOR  US. 

She  is  without,  and  attends  your  mighty  will. 
U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Tlien  I  am  a  queen  again  ! — Forgive  me,  Do- 
rus — I  was  loft  in  thought,  funk  in  defpair ;  I 
knew  not  what  I  faid — but  now  I  am  fais'd 
again  !— Sylvia  is  fafe ! 

DORUS; 

Yes ;  and  I  arn  fafe  too,  which  is  no  fmall  com 
fort  to  me,  confidejing  where  I  have<  been* 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

<     .And  Cymon — has  he  efcap'd  ? 
DORUS. 

Yes,  he  has  efcap'd  from,  us  ;  and,  what  is 
better,  we  have  efcap'd  from  him.  , 

URG  AND,  A. 
Where  is  he  ? 

DORUS. 

Breaking  the  bones  of  every  fhepherd  he 
meecs, 

VRGANDA. 
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URGANDA. 

Well,  no  matter — I  am  in  polTefHon  gf  the 
prefent  object  of  my  paffion,  and  I  will  indulge 
It  to  the  height  of  luxury ! — Let  'em  prepare  my 
vidtim  inftantly  for  death.  — 
D  O  R  U  S. 
For  death  ! — Is  not  that  going  too  far? 

URGANDA. 

Nothing  is  too  far — (he  makes  me  furTer  ten 
thoufand  deaths,  and  nothing  but  her's  can  ap- 
peafe  me.  (Dorus  going.)  Stay,  Dorus — I  have 
a  richer  revenge  ;  (he  fhall  be  fhut  up  in  the 
Black  Tower  'till  her  beauties  are  deftroy'd,  and 
then  I  wjll  prefent  her  to  this  ungrateful  Cymon — 
Let  her  be  brought  before  me,  and  I  will  feaft  my 
eyes,  and  eafe  my  heart,  with  this  devoted 
Sylvia — No  reply,  but  obey. 
DORUS. 

It  is  done— This  is  going  too  far.         [Afidc. 
it)  Jhrugging  up  bisjhouldevs. 

Urganda. 

*  ft  ill  of  raging  winds  tbe  /port, 
J(dy  /hipwrtck '2  heart  Jh all  gain  tbe  port ; 

Revenge,  tbe  -pilot,  fleers  her  way, 
No  more  of  tendernefs  and  love, 
fbe  eagle  in  her  gripe  has  feiz'd  tbe  dove. 

And  thinks  of  nothing  but  her  prey. 

f,nter  Sylvia,  Dorus,  and  Guards* 

URGANDA. 

Are  you  the  wretch,  the  unhappy  maid,  who 
has  dar'd  to  be  the  rival  of  Urgancja  ? 

SYLVIA. 


8o  C     Y     M    O    N/ 

SYLVIA. 

I  am  no  wretch,  but  the  happy  maid,  who  am 
pofiefs'd  of  the  affections  of  Cymon,  and  with 
them  have  nothing  to  hope  or  fear. 

U  R  G  A  ND  A. 

Thou  vain  rafh  creature! — I  will  make  thee 
fear  my  power,  and  hope  for  my  mercy. 
[Waves  her  wand,  and  (be  fcene  changes  to  the 

black  rocks] 
SYLVIA. 

I  am  (till  unmov'd.    [Smiling.'] 
URGANDA. 

Thou  art  on  the  very  brink  of  perdition,  and 
in  a  moment  wilt  be  doled  in  a  tower,  where 
thou  fhait  never  fee  Cymon,  or  any  human 

being  more. 

SYLVIA. 

While  I  have  Cymon  in  my  heart,  I  bear  a 
charm  about  me,  to  icorn  your  power,  or,  whac 
is  more,  your  cruelty. 

[Urganda  waves  her  wand,    and  the  Black 
Tower  appears.] 

URGANDA. 
r  Open  the  gates  and  inclofe  her  infolcnce  for 

ever. 

SYLVIA. 

I  am  ready.   [Smiling  at  Urganda.] 

A    I    R. 

*fbo  various  deaths  furround  mey 
JV0  terrors  can  confound  me  ; 
Protected  from  above^ 
1  ghry  in  my  love! 
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Againft  thy  cruel  might, 
And  in  this  dreadful 
I  have  afure  defence, 
'Tis  innocence, 
That  heavenly  right, 
¥0  fmile  on  guilty  power  I 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Let  me  no  more  be  tormented  with  her  ;  I 
cannot  bear  to  hear  or  fee  her. — Clofe  tier  in 
the  tower  for  ever,!  [They  put  Sylvia  in  the  tower.] 
Now  let  Merlin  releafe  you  if  he  can. 

[  It  thunders  ;  the  tower  and  rocks  give  way 
to  a  magnificent  amphitheatre,  and  Mer 
lin  appears  in  the  place  where  the  tower 
Junk  :  All  fhriek,  and  run  off  except  Ur- 
ganda,  who  is  jlruck  with  terror.} 

MERLIN. 

Still  (hall  my  power  your  arts  confound  ; 
And  Cymon'j  cure  [hall  be  UrgandaV  wound. 

[Urganda  waves  her  wand.] 
MERLIN. 

Ha!  ha!  hah  ! — your  power  is  gone — 
URGANDA. 

I  am  all  terror  and  frame—  in  vain  I  wave 
this  wand— I  feel  my  power  is  gone,  yet  I  (till 
retain  my  paflions — My  mifery  is  complete  ! 

MERLIN. 

tt  is  indeed  !  No  power>  no  happinefs  were 
fuperior  to  thine  till  you  funk  them  in  your  folly 
• — you  now  find,  but  too  late,  that  there  is  no 
rn^gic  like  virtue.  [Sound  of  warlike  inftrutmnts. 

M  URGANDA, 
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U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

What  mean  thofe  founds  of  joy  ? — my  heart 
forbodes,  that  they  proclaim  my  fall  and  dif- 
honour. 

MERLIN. 

The  orders  of  chivalry  are  afiembled,  fent  by 
Cymon's  father,  to  celebrate  and  protect  the 
marriage  of  Cymcn  with  Sylvia. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Death  to  my  hopes ! — then  I  am  loft  indeed  ! 
MERLIN. 

From  the  moment  you  wrong'd  me,  and 
yourfelf,  I  became  their  protector—  I  counter 
acted  all  your  fchemes,  I  continued  Cymon  in 
his  ftate  of  ignorance  till  he  was  cured  by  Syl 
via,  whom  I  conveyed  here  for  that  purpofe  ; 
that  fhepherdefs  is  a  princefs  equal  to  Cymon — 
They  have  obtained  by  their  virtues  the  throne  of 

Arcadia,  which  you  have  loft  by But  I  have 

done ;   I  fee   your   repentance,    and   my    anger 
melts  into  pity. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A. 

Pity  me  not— -1  am  undeferving  of  it — I  have 
been  cruel  and  faithleis,  and  ought  to  be  wretch 
ed- — Thus  I  deftroy  the  Imall  remains  of  my  ib- 
vereignty.  (Breaks  beriscand.)  May  power,  bafely 
exerted,  be  ever  thus  broken  and  difperfcd  ! 

[  Throws  away  her  wand. 
Forgive  my  errors  and  forget  my  name, 
O  drive  me  hence  with  penitence  and  fhsme; 
From  Merlin,  Cimon,  Sylvia,  let  me  fly,  ' 
Beholding  them,  my  fhame  can  never  die. 

\Exit  Urganda. 

MERLIN. 
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MERLIN. 

Falfehood  is  pnnifhed,  virtue  rewarded,  and 
Arcadia  is  happy  I 

MARCH. 

[Enter  the  proceflion  of  knights  of  the  different 
orders  of  Chivalry,  with  Inchanters,  &c.  who 
range  themfelves  round  the  amphitheatre,  fol 
lowed  by  Cymon,  Sylvia,  and  Merlin,  who 
are  brought  in  triumph  drawn  by  Loves,  pre- 
ceeded  by  Cupid  and  Hymen  walking  arm  and 
arm.  Then  enter  the  Orcadian  fhepherds, 
with  Doms  and  Linco  at  their  head,  Damon 
and  Dorilas,  with  their  fhepherdefTes,  &c. 
Merlin,  Cymon  and  Sylvia  defcend  from  the  car. 
Merlin  joins  their  hands,  and  then  fpeaks  the 
following  lines.] 

MERLIN. 

New  join  your  hands,  whofe  hearts  were  join*  d  before, 
This  union  fh all  Arcadia*  j  peace  rejlore  : 
When  Virtues  fetch  as  tbefe  adorn  a  throne  ; 
Ihe  people  make  their  fovereigns  blijs  their  own : 
1 'heir  joys,  their  virtues  Jhall  each  fubjeft  Jhare  ; 
And  ail  the  land  refleft  the  royal  pair  ! 

C  H  O  R  U  S. 

Each  heart  and  each  voice 
In  Arcadia  rejoice ; 
Let  gratitude  raife 
T'o  great  Merlin  our  praife  : 
Long,  long  may  we  foare 
<•! he  bleffings  cf  this  pair! 
M  2 
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Long,  long  may  they  live, 
To  foare  the  blifs  they  give  ! 

Cymon,  Sylvia,  and  Merlin  retire  to  the  knights^ 
while  Linco  call  the  jhef  herds  about  him. 

LINCO. 

My  good  neighbours  and  friends  (for  now  I 
am  not  ailiam'd  to  call  you  fo)  your  deputy  Linco 
has  but  a  fhort  charge  to  give  you. — As  we  have 
turn'd  over  a  new,  fair  leaf,  let  us  never  look 
back  to  our  pad  blots  and  errors. 

DORUS. 
No  more  we  will,  Linco. — No  retrofpedlion. 

LINCO. 

I  meant  to  oblige  your  worfhip  in  the  propo- 
fition ;  I  (hall  ever  be  a  good  fubjec~r.  (bowing  to 
Cymon  and  Sylvia),  and  your  friend  and  obedi 
ent  deputy.  Let  us  have  a  hundred  marriages 
dire6lly,  and  no  more  inconftancy,  jealoufy,  or 
coquetry  from  this  day. — The  beft  purifier  of 
the  blood  is  mirth,  with  a  few  grains- of  wifdom— 
we  will  take  it  every  day,  neighbours,  as  the  bed 
prefervative  againft  bad  humours  :  Be  merry,  and 
wife,  according  to  the  old  proverb,  and  I  defy 
the  devil  ever  to  get  among  you  again; — and 
that  we  may  be  fure  to  get  rid  of  him,  let  us 
drive  him  quite  away  with  a  little  more  finging 
and  dancing,  for  he  hates  mortally  mirth  and  good 
fellowship. 

A  DANCE 
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4    DANCE    of   Arcadian    Shepherds    and 
Shepherdejfes, 

A    I    R, 

DAMON. 

Each  Jhepherd  again  Jhall  be  conftant  and  kind^ 
And  ev'ry  ftray  d  heart  Jhall  each  Jhepherdefsfind. 

DELIA. 

If  faithful  our  Jhepherds,  we  always  are  /;•#<?, 
bur  truth  and  our  faljhood  we  borrow  from  you. 

CHORUS. 

Happy  Arcadians  ft  ill  Jhalt  be  ; 

Ever  be  happy  while  virtuous  and  free. 

F  A  T  I  M  A. 

Let  thofe  who  the  fword  and  the  ballance  mufl  hold, 
¥0  in? reft  be  blind,  and  to  beauty  be  cold: 
When  juflice  has  eyes  her  integrity  fails, 
Her  fword  becomes  blunted,  and  down  drop  her 
fcales. 

CHORUS. 

Happy  Arcadians  ft  ill  jh  all  be  ; 
Ever  be  happy  while  virtuous  and  free. 

L  I  N  C  O. 

<The  blifs  of  your  heart  no  rude  care  Jhall  moleft* 
While  innocent  mirth  is  your  bofom's  fweet  gueft  \ 
Of  that  happy  pair  let  us  worthy  be  feen, 

>  honeur^  and  copy  your  k'mg  and  your  queen. 

C  H  0  R  U  SP 
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CHORUS. 

Happy  Arcadians  flill  Jkdl  Ic ; 

Ever  be  happy  while  virtuous  and  free. 

SYLVIA. 

Let  love,  peace,  andjoyftillbefeen  hand  in  bandy 
*Io  dance  on  ibis  /«?/,  and  again  blefs  tbe  land. 

C  Y  M  O  N. 

Love  and  Hymen  of  bleffings  have  opened  their  fl  ore  y 
For  Cymon  with  Sylvia  can  wijh  nothing  more. 

BOTH. 

Love  and  Hymen  ofbleffings  bave  open'd  tbeir  Jlcre^ 

H  E. 

For  Cymon  with  Sylvia  / 

>  can  wijh  nothing  more* 
o  H  E.  I 

For  Sylvia  with  Cymon  J 

CHORUS. 

Happy  Arcadians  flill  Jhall  be  ; 
Ever  happy  while  virtuous  and  free. 
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